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Purpose of Transvestia 


TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING — SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 
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THE COVER SYMBOL 


The symbol on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
all masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and not all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 
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A “SAYING” OF JESUS 
“When you make the two one . . . and when you make the 


MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE ... 
then shall you enter the kingdom.” 


From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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¥ EXPOSURE — PART II 
Continued From TVia #89 


ee Dee Raymond 


Eddie was returning to the dressing room, three sherries within him, 
his groin aching from the Allison massage, when a middle-aged 
woman came raging toward him, tears in her eyes. She rushed on 
through the club, cutting a wide swan through the tables. In the 
dressing room, Deirdre, a scratch down his cheek, his dress torn, his 
masculinity revealed, and a small scratched breast hanging out of his 
torn bra, was weeping in Diane’s arms. “I didn't know,” she sobbed, 
“how could I know? It wasn't my fault, really it wasnt.” 


“What's the matter?” Eddie asked of Karen, who was standing there 
in a white bridal gown complete with long train. 

“Oh,” Karen's voice was shaken. “Some woman who's been 
shacking up with Deirdre. Her husband was being blackmailed 
because of it and he kicked himself off. She said Deirdre was just 
using her.” She broke off suddenly. “Hey,” she said quietly. “Please 
don't tell anyone I told you. We're not supposed to discuss anything to 
do with sex partners outside the club with new girls.” 

Deirdre was being hustled away by Diane and Annie. As she left 
the room, Eddie saw Allison go hurrying after them down the hallway, 
her face a mask of fury. With care and thought Eddie stripped off his 
female clothing and left as quietly as he could. There were any 
number of leads to follow up and Roscoe Ward should be highly 
pleased with his night's work. 

Cissy proved to be very difficult to corner but Eddie finally did it 
two nights later in the “Girls” bathroom. Cissy was fliffling her hair, 
before she left for the night. “Kiki tells me I should talk to you,” he 
said, standing beside her, checking his false eyelashes, even though 
his act was over. 

“Wh-why?” Cissy was the most nervous and anxious of the queens. 
Her song-and-dance was so lackluster that Karen had sneered when 
she was performing. “Cissy'll soon be off to Betty’s with the way she’s 
performing,” producing a nervous laugh from Diane, whose own per- 
formance had suffered with Deirdre incapacitated. 
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“Kiki told me not to get on anyone’s wrong side. What happened to 
you?” Eddie’s voice was as soft as could be. Cissy however, dis- 
solved into tears. She rubbed at her eye, streaking her mascara. 
“Here, sit down,” said Eddie anxiously, but they were quite alone. 

When Cissy slowed a little, she looked up at Eddie, her eyes show- 
ing no other emotion but helplessness. “Look at me,” she said. “What 
do you see?” 

Eddie hesitated. “You look like a woman,” he began, thinking that 
would be some kind of compliment. Tears squeezed out of Cissy's 
eyes. 


“Look like,” she said wanly. “I don’t just look like. Iam a woman.” 
“But ..." Eddie began. 


“I was a real man till I got here, just like you, Roxanne, I hear you 
still dress normally off the job. Well,” she dabbed her eyelashes, mak- 
ing the black mess worse, “I was a transvestite. I liked dressing up, 
but I always went out with women. I was even married twice. Allison 
fancied me when I came here,” tears flowed freely, streaking her 
cheeks. “When she began fighting with Benny, she asked me to report 
on the guys he was contacting in the bar. I did.” She was drying up at 
last, becoming resigned. “Benny did this to me. He had me operated 
on. He even arranges dates for me. I've got two permanent boy 
friends, so I never get peace even in my own apartment.” She stood and 
saw the mess of her face, and began quick repairs. “I'd take the easy 
way out if I could, but they check me all the time. This is the longest I 
can remember being alone in a month.” As if in response to her 
statement, the door opened, and Karen came in, her boots 
incongruous with her white panties and black bra. She looked 
suspiciously at Cissy and Eddie-Roxanne. Eddie's stomach was in 
knots after Cissy's tale, but he faced Karen as calmly as he could. 


“What're you doing?” asked Karen. “Don't you know Allison's 
looking everywher for you, Roxanne? Kiki told her you'd left.” 


“Yes,"’ said Eddie, his voice unusually high even to his ears, “I am 
just going. See you guys.” He didn’t wait to see the curl on Karen's lip 
or the quiver on Cissy’s. 


He stepped outside the club in his denim jeans and jacket, 
breathing deeply the fresh air after the oppressive perfumed, heated 
atmosphere of the club. The door of a black limousine opened 
directly ahead of him. 
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“Roxanne,” said Allison’s voice. “Get in.” Eddie hesitated 
momentarily, thought of Ward and Merrick, and got in. Allison was in 
evening attire, a white silk coat over her dress. “So this is what you 
look like,” she murmured. “You're really quite a handsome guy, aren't 
you, Roxanne?” She smiled, ran her fingers over the back of Eddie’s 
hair, pulled him towards her and kissed him on the lips. “Ummm,” she 
said, “I can smell Chanel. I never wear it, but I like it because it's so 
feminine.” She stressed the word and closed her teeth on Eddie's ear. 
Eddie jumped and Allison giagled. “Yes, Roxanne,” she said, “I like 
to take the initiative so to speak.” She leaned back, releasing him, but 
sitting back and watching him tigerishly as the limousine sped 
through the night. 


Allison's penthouse apartment, complete with sunken living room 
was sumptuously decorated. At Allison’s bidding, he retired to the 
marble bathroom to shower. A silent, Malayan houseboy whisked 
away his clothes as soon as he was out of them, leaving a soft, white 
terry-towel bathrobe for him. Refreshed after his shower, he found 
Allison standing in front of a huge window, the city spread out before 
her. ‘Come here, Roxanne,” she said, without looking back. He came 
up and stood beside her. “I may not own it all when I'm through,” she 
said. “But I'll dominate it.” She turned and looked at him. “Oh no,” 
she said, shaking her head. “Much too masculine. I like my men much 
softer, Roxanne. You'll have to remember that. Come into my 
bedroom.” 


Eddie followed dumbly. He sat as he was directed on the pillow in 
the center of the bed. Allison gently touched up his lashes and brows 
with non-run mascara. Scented powder over his face and chest. She 
brushed at his hair, but gave up in disgust. “I'll wash that and blow it 
dry tomorrow,” she said, absorbed in her task. Reminding Eddie of 
Frankie, she picked out a pink nightgown edged with dark-pink rib- 
bons, with pink lace panties to match. “Put these on,” she ordered. As 
he did so, she brought a thick wide ribbon and bow and tied it about 
his hair, behind his ears. Then, without further word of warning, she 
jumped upon him and began covering him with passionate kisses. It 
took Eddie a while to get into the act. He realized that Allison was 
getting her kicks out of degrading and dominating him. He realized, 
too, that he had to stop it and put their love-making on his own, or at 
least, equal terms, or he'd likely end up like Cissy, stripped even of a 
minimum protection against Benny. He pushed her over violently, 
clamping down her arms, so that she was completely trapped. She 
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struggled furiously as he took over the direction of their passion, but 
she was obviously reaching some incredible high. She shrieked and 
groaned, tossing her head about, biting at Eddie’s ears, neck and hair 
as he completely dominated her, both of them finally exploding in 
one magnificent, combined convulsion. 

Eddie relaxed and rolled away. He had lost his hair ribbon and 
his panties. Allison’s chest was heaving. She turned her head and 
looked at Eddie. She reached over and touched his tanned shoulder. 
She licked her dry lips, strands of blond hair across her face. “You are 
a real man,” she said, wonder in her tired voice. 


“Yeah,” said Eddie softly. “I can dress as a woman for you, but, in 
bed, I can't be anything but what I really am.” He felt her soft fingers 
tracing a line down his face. 


“Ummm,” she said. “I know I’m a mess, but I'm going to stay here.” 
She giggled suddenly, and looked very young for a moment. “I keep 
calling you Roxanne, but...” 


“Yes,” said Eddie. “It keeps me in my place, doesn't it?” 


Allison looked at him sharply, but changed the look to tender- 
ness as he grinned back. “Yes,” she said, “I can see now that that’s 
why I do it. Well, I was about to ask you your masculine name, but 
now, I think I'll leave that for another time.” She snuggled up tightly 
to Eddie, pushing her leg inside his. Surprisingly, sleep came easily 
to both of them. 


Eddie awoke, the usual bitter taste in his mouth. He could feel the 
bristles on his face, and generally, he felt quite sticky. Allison was 
gone from the bed, and the whole place was quiet. He got up, 
slipping off the nightdress which must appear pretty silly now against 
his unshaven chin. In the bathroom, the terry-towel robe had been left 
out, along with a man’s electric razor. After showering and shaving, 
he never felt so good since the whole affair had begun. His nose 
detected the smell of fried bacon, and he sought after it. 


“Good morning, Roxanne,” Allison's stern voice was belied by an 
impish smile. With Eddie, she had begun to learn more about her- 
self than she had learned in the previous twenty years of her life. 
“Come and have breakfast,” she said, waving to him to join her 
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sitting in front of the enormous window overlooking the city. Like 
Eddie, she ate ravenously, while constantly glancing out at the deep 
blue sky and the red and white helicopters that seemed to whir! 
right by their window. 


“T'll get dressed now,” said Eddie, his hunger overcome. Allison had 
had a funny look on her face. “Your servant had better return my 
clothes.” 


Allison wrinkled her nose. “You wouldn't like them now,” she said. 
Eddie looked inquisitively at her. “They're at the bottom of the 
garbage chute.” 


Eddie felt anger rising in him. “Which means .. .” he began. 


“Which means, darling Roxanne,” said Allison sweetly, “that after 
another visit to my bedroom, where I expect you to rape me again, 
I'll do what I said I would do, and put you in girl's clothes perma- 
nently.” en ee 


When Eddie-Roxanne arrived at the club that night, his hair com- 
pletely re-styled in a soft, blown cut, but blonde streaked, and 
required no more of the firm hair spray, the other impersonators 
gawked. His silk blouse, mini-skirt and hose were just like the others. 
“Oh-h,” said Audrey, dressed already in her negligee and nightdress. 
“He's just like one of us now.” Eddie looked about and caught the 
general air of disappointment in everyone, save for Karen, who 
smiled wickedly at him, stuck out her tongue, and sensuously licked 
the corners of her mouth. Furious, Eddie was about to say something 
when Kiki called to him. “Hurry up, Roxanne, you have to be ready 
when curtain’s up, remember?” 


After his show, he was able to maneuver Kiki to one side for a chat. 
“What gives with the others?” he said, watching Kiki arrange her 
panty hose beneath her pleated dress. “Why are they so dis- 
appointed with me for wearing drag on the street?” 


Kiki stopped fidgeting, checked that no-one was near and then 
spoke quietly. “You've started on the downward path, Roxanne.” She 
lit a cigarrette and pulled up a chair to the edge of Eddie's cubicle, 
watching Eddie put away his stage clothes. “First, you dress as a girl 
because you feel good. Then you want to be doing it all the time. You 


6 


a 


RANSVESTIA 


either get busted or you pass well enough so that someone suggests 
you be a female impersonator. It's just the job you've always wanted. 
But you hate not being a woman all the time, and you start to dress 
everywhere. You use a femme name and everyone calls you ‘she.’ 
Then you want more — real breasts most likely. Then you'll be on to 
hormones, and the, the big operation. You'll have boy friends along 
the way who'll do strange things to you, so strange that you'll forget 
how it is to make it with a woman. You'll become a woman yourself.” 
She looked sorrowfully at Eddie. “You reminded us that we were all 
really men in here. You just dressed for the show.” 


Eddie pulled on the mini-slip that Allison had donned him with that 
moming. “But you could do as I did, if you wanted to.” 

Kiki pulled a face. “Don't you believe it,” she said fiercely. “You 
talked to Cissy, didn’t you? She wasn’t the first, you know. No-one 
leaves this place after you've signed on. It’s a downhill road.” She 
looked desperately at Eddie. 


“Why don't you up stakes and pull out?” whispered Eddie. 


“What do you think they assign boy friends to all of us for?” said 
Kiki bitterly. “Besides, they know where my daughter lives, and they 
make sure my alimony is paid out of my money here. No,” Eddie had 
never seen the big blonde so despondent. “Sooner or later, I'll offend 
someone and it'll be the big chop for me. I'm only trying to hang on 
till Jane finishes school next year.” She looked at Eddie, desperation 
in her eyes. “I’ve nothing else but her. My wife is long gone, both my 
wives, in fact. Mom looks after Jane, but she needs the money I've sent 
to her. I can't make that kind of money anywhere else but in this 
city.” She looked back into the room. Audrey was telling the others 
about some loudmouth in the audience, holding forth in aggrieved 
tones, oblivious to the fact that he was clad only in bikini panties, 
which he had restored after his bedroom act. “When you got away 
with it for a few days, we thought maybe things were changing. But. . 
She sighed as her lip quivered. “I'd better run along. Marty doesn’t 
like it when I'm late, and tonight he told me he was really going to 


pin my ears back .. .” With a woeful, unhappy look at Eddie, also in 


street clothes now, Kiki hurried off before any reply could be given. 


Eddie began to leave, too, when Karen suddenly grasped him by 
the arm. Dressed in the bridal gown, when she didn’t smile or leer, 
she was the picture of virginal innocence. “You're not to go,” she said, 
smiling. “The boss wants to see you in the foyer.” 
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Eddie considered. Allison had told him that he should return to the 
limousine. As she had ordered him to be back immediately after the 
show, Eddie had realized that it would take more than one 
lovemaking session to bring about any real changes in Allison's domi- 
nant nature. Well, Karen was smiling that cunning little smile at him. 
He decided not to check with Allison but go directly to see “the 
boss,” whom he presumed was Benny Carponi. 

With the purse Allison had given him swinging on his shoulder, he 
got Annie to lead him through the club to the foyer. Benny was there 
with a distinguished looking older man, the possessor of a full head of 
iron-grey hair. The vacuous girl, who had sat opposite Benny, had her 
arm wrapped in his. She wore a velvet evening dress and a mink 
stole. Eddie presumed that she was a real girl because of Benny's 
vehement statement of hatred for queens. But he couldn't be sure. 


Benny waited for the other to speak. “He'll do,” said the other 
precisely, gauging Benry’s eyes for a reaction. Eddie looked back 
calmly. 

“Come on then Roxanne,” said Benny. “We've got a party to go to,” 
he leered, “and you're not dressed for it. Afterwards, we may have a 
job for you.” He nodded to Joanie, who walked forward, seized Eddie's 
arm and led him off quickly through the front of the club to a waiting 
car. At a nearby motel, Joanie led him into a cabin where the sole 
function seemed to be the outfitting of young ladies. For the first time 
in his life, Eddie had a wig added to his hair. Joanie worked quickly 
and deliberately, selecting clothes, wig, purse and make-up for him. 
She spoke not a word to Eddie-Roxanne nor to the burly driver who 
stood just inside the door as Eddie changed in full view of him. 


The wig of auburn hair, not only fell in soft banas over his forehead, 
but gently fluffed out into a mass several inches over his shoulders. 
He had never had so much hair in his life. He was able to feel almost 
every strand, too, since the dress Joanie had chosen for him was 
backless with just a tiny strap over his left shoulder to where the 
dress began at his waist. For the first time, too, he felt the warmth of a 
mink fur stole and he could well believe why he needed it. Joanie was 
not the professional with make-up that Frankie and Allison were. 
When she had finished, particularly with the perfume, Eddie felt like 
he had been plastered. The earrings, he was sure, were deliberately 
set tightly by Joanie. They were certain to be sore later on. Likewise 
his shoes and g-string, for he was already beginning to feel them 
cutting into him. He began to protest, but Joanie hurried out of the 
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cabin and the driver jerked his thumb for Roxanne to follow. 


Benny and the grey-haired man met them on the steps of a huge 
mansion. What was obviously a boisterous party was in full progress 
at the back of the house. 


They grey-haired man nodded. “He'll do,” he said, and Eddie saw 
Benny relax perceptibly. “Bring him in after he knows what to do,” 
said the grey-hair. 


Benny’s relief was such that he forgot to sneer at Eddie. “There’s a 
guy at this party,” he said. “Carlos Montez. He likes your kind of life, or 
so it’s been said. We're gonna put you in front of him, baby,” the sneer 
had returned. “Like the first prize in a lottery. If he goes for you," he 
handed Eddie an address, “you'll take him to this address. Get him to 
perform in the bedroom. It's most important,” he said, patting Eddie's 
rear, “to get him into the bedroom, O.K.?” He looked around quickly. 
“And remember, don’t be a good girl, right?” his leer could have 
made milk curdle. Eddie-Roxanne fought down the waves of nausea 
in his stomach. His head was beginning to swim as Benny held his 
arm tightly and pulled him in among the partygoers. “Hi, Carlos!" he 
yelled into the din tapping a tall, broad-shouldered man on the arm. 
The tall, black-haired man turned. He was Mexican in looks but spoke 
impeccable English. His eyes lit up when he was introduced to 
Roxanne. Depositing the wrap on Benny, he quickly guided Eddie 
onto the dance floor, where he cuddled the auburn-haired girl in a 
slow waltz. 


“Hey, you don't look well,” he said, a touch of anxiety in his voice. 


Eddie felt sure that he would actually be physically sick at any 
moment, “I'm fine,” he said weakly. 


“No, you're not. I'm terribly rude.” Carlos put his arm about 
Roxanne’s waist and steered her out of the crowd into the garden. 
“Fresh air and a drink,” he intercepted two glasses of champagne 
from a waiter, “are what the doctor ordered. And I should know.” He 
smiled, yet the concern was still there in his strong face. He took hold 
of Eddie’s hand and began to stroll toward the fountain. “Tell me 
about yourself, Roxanne.” 
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Eddie was feeling better. Perhaps it was the fresh air. “What's to 
tell?” he said lightly. 


Carlos pondered, fingers on his lip, then he waaaed it in the air. 
“You're a showgirl, right? You must work in one of Rizetti’s night 
clubs.” He paused and looked at Roxanne closely. “That man you 
came in with works with Rizetti doesn't he?” He was extremely 
thoughtful. “Tell me, lovely Roxanne, why does a friend of Rizetti's set 
me up with such a fantastic girl. And why are you upset?” His face 
became very hard. “Do you have a special address that you're to take 
me to and then have me photographed?” His lips parted in a snarl. 
“What kind of a fool do you think I am?” His smile was hard, his hand 
pressing Eddie's so tightly that it felt numb. “But we can cross them 
up.” A twisted smile came to his lips. “You can come back to my 
place. Wait here.” He lightly brushed his fingers to Eddie's lips and 
then strode across the garden to where the iron grey-haired man was 
holding forth, brunettes on either arm, to the amusement of two 
blondes. The iron-grey broke off as Carlos approached. The two spoke 
furiously but quietly for a full five minutes, before Carlos suddenly 
stopped arguing, stared at the girls with his companion, and then 
back at Roxanne. He strode back to Eddie's side quickly, but there 
was a sheepish grin on his face. 


“So, Roxanne, you're not quite the woman you seem to be,” his 
voice was amused. “I’m sorry, but I'm not quite up for someone like 
you tonight. You work for Rizetti, and I don’t trust him, or anyone who 
works for him. But, if you ever get free of him, and you're still the way 
you are today, look me up.” He bent over, hugged Eddie-Roxanne to 
him, and kissed him fully and passionately on the lips. “Oh, baby,” he 
said, still holding the uncooperative Eddied around the waist. “Could 
I ever have gone for you?” 


With Carlos leaving him, though obviously with reluctance, the 
party came to a quick end for Eddie. He was bundled off by a furious 
Benny into a mini-bus with the girls who had been with Rizetti. 
“Where are you from?” asked the smaller brunette. 


“I work at the Gold Coast,” said Eddie. “And you?” 
“Collette and I are at the Ladybird,” the brunette’s eyes, heavy with 
mascara, still flashed with the excitement of the party. “You must 


have an act,” she said. “We're in the chorus.” 
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“I'll bet that’s not all you do,” Eddie’s smile hinted at shared 
secrets. 

“Right,” the girl laughed, slipping down a couple of octaves. 
“Oops!” she said. “I guess I'd better take a couple of extra pills 
tonight, eh?” 

Revolted, Eddie tried to smile and agree. The chatter of the other 
girls, all female impersonators, was high and screeching, all about 
the “scrumptious” men who had singled them out to dance with. 
Eddie turned to Collette, “Oh, Benny gave me an address, but I've 
lost it.” 


Collette pulled a face. “Don't worry about that tonight, girl. There 
won't be any fun and games there tonight, or we wouldn't be leaving 
alone. How is Deirdre these days? And Diane? You must be their 
replacement.” 


Eddie nodded, but was saved from further reply by the arrival of 
the bus at the motel where he had been clothed by Joanie. He 
followed Collette down the steps. 


“Roxanne!” Allison's face was purple with rage, even in the dim 
lights. “Get into my car!" she shouted. Benny's car rolled up at the 
same time and he bounded out. He saw Eddie getting into Allison’s 
limousine. 


“Where the hell is she going?” he roared, striding over to seize 
Eddie's arm. 


“Leave her alone!’’Allison's voice was filled with rage. “She's mine.” 
The queens in the background all stood about, shocked by the sight 
of the argument. 


“Benny,” a precise voice intervened from Carponi’s car. “Bring 
Allison and her friend into the office. Send the rest home.” 


The voice belonged to the man with the iron-grey hair. In the office, 
he indicated chairs for Eddie and Allison to sit down. They did so 
quietly, Allison’s face a picture, while the limousine drivers stood just 
as quietly in the background. Benny came bursting back into the 
room. “You see how it is, Mr. Rizetti,” his voice was filled with anger 
and spite. “She’s encouraging the queens to do the opposite of what- 
ever I say. She's ruining the discipline we agreed was necessary.” 
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“Be careful of what you say, Benny,” said the man called Rizetti. 
“She is my daughter.” 


Benny pulled out a handkerchief and mopped his forehead. “You 
saw how Roxanne blew the assignment tonight,” he whined. “She 
tipped Carlos she was a man, rather than performs for us. And it's 
Allison who set her up to it. Roxanne would rather perform for her 
than do the job as she was told.” 


“You're wrong,” Rizetti hadn't changed his tone. “I told Carlos.” 
The shock on Benny's face was profound. An idea of what Rizetti was 
doing struck Eddie with great force. There was no reason for the 
underboss of a striving mob to be in this room at this time, unless... 
Eddie suddenly felt sorry for Benny. 


“Roxanne is mine,” Allison's voice was petulant. “And I ought to be 
running the operation with all the queens. I already stage all the 
numbers and clothe them. I know everything about them and what 
makes them tick.” 


“And that would make you a good boss?” Rizetti’s question was 
calm and probing. Ah, thought Eddie, poor Allison. She hasn't caught 
it yet, either. 


“Right!” her voice was forceful. “I'd get the very best out of every 
queen.” She looked at Eddie-Roxanne. “I'll make them willing to do 
anything for us.” 


“And what does the queen say?” Rizetti was getting bored by the 
whole business. 


“I think,” said Eddie, trying to be as seductive a Roxanne as he 
could, “that you should close down the whole operation.” Allison and 
Benny stared at him, their faces turning to fury. Rizetti held up a hand 
to prevent them from replying. 


“Explain,” he said, amusement in his eyes. 
“I doubt very much that you're making much of a profit considering 
the outlay you're putting out,” he tried to be Roxanne, but felt his 


Eddie voice coming to the fore. “A couple of the clubs might be kept 
so that you can find a discreet queen when you need one.” He paused 
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but Rizetti motioned him to go on. “The present method is producing 
so many suicides that there will likely be an investigation soon, and 
with Allison up to her neck in it, it might soon involve other people 
who shouldn't be involved.” 

Benny and Allison were staring at Eddie. Rizetti smiled genuinely 
for the first time since Eddie had seen him. “And you put all that 
together in five minutes.” He turned to Benny. “You heard her, didn't 
you? I've been checking your books, Benny. They don't come near to 
the profit margin of two years ago, or to what you promised just six 
months ago.” He nodded at Eddie. “This business is finished. You're 
washed up, too. Even with the brain you have inside that pretty head, 
I'm afraid there's no room for transvestites in my operation.” He 
smiled at the pun. Eddie was very still. Was be being let go or was he 
gently being set up for a bullet?” 

“Poppa,” Allison had tears in her eyes, “let me have him. He's really 
the only man for me.” 


Surprise surfaced in Rizetti’s face. “She’s a man?” One of the body- 
guards sniggered. 


Allison flushed, but Eddie remained calm. He was playing for his 
life now. “You indulged Allison’s hobby,” he said quietly. Rizetti 
became very still, his eyes on Eddie's face. “Well,” said Eddie, “leave 
her the Ladybird and the Gold Coast to play with. I can make sure 
you can run the old business at a profit.” 


“How?” Rizetti frowned, but hope came into Allison's eyes. 


“I won't have the impersonators watched or threatended,” said 
Eddie. “I'll just assist those on the right path in the direction which 
makes them of use to you. There'll be no costly overhead or expense 
in having them guarded night and day. They'll be happy to work 
under my gentle pressure. And the marks,” he added, “I wouldn't 
pressure them, and strip them of their security, leaving them suicide 
as the only way out. I'd get the goods on the closet queens, and then 
I'd use them in ways that they can really help. Like the banker, Doyle, 
who blew his brains out.” 


Rizetti left him to sit and shiver for a minute before he finally 
nodded. “All right,” he said. He looked over and smiled at Allison. 
“You can take Roxanne back to your place, but I'll be over early to 
see you both tomorrow.” He winked at Eddie. “It’s the modern trend in 
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business to work on the advice of experts in their field.” He looked 
grimly at the white-faced Benny. “And there’s one business where I 
am an expert.” 


ke ke ek 


The doorbell to John Farley Merrick’s apartment kept on ringing 
without ceasing. Finally, he got up from bed and went to answer it, 
sure it would be a wrong address. When he saw the shapely young 
girl standing there, he was sure that she had the wrong apartment. 
She wore a pink mini-dress, her arms bare but for a slave bracelet on 
each upper arm, and several rings on her fingers. She was beautiful 
and suntanned, her make-up soft, her hair blonde-streaked. “Mr. 
Merrick,” she said softly, “may I come in?” 


Merrick looked at his watch. Two o'clock. What could such a 
luscious girl want at this time. He looked at her suspiciously. She 
smiled, showing perfect teeth. “You don't recognize me,” she said. He 
shook his head. “I'm Eddie McIntyre,” she said. Open mouthed, 
Merrick backed away and let her in. He smelled the musk as she 
drifted daintily past him. She slumped into his sofa, stretching out her 
long, slim legs, rubbing one against the other as she stretched. He 
had a glimpse of black panties with some kind of pink ribbon on 
them. “Ah,” she breathed. “That's finished at last. If you give me a 
couple of days, I'll be able to write it all up for you.” 


Merrick frowned. Well, I'd better let her, him, know right now, he 
thought. “Roscoe’s dead,” he said curtly. “The cancer finally got him 
three days ago. He went into the hospital the day after you didn't go 
back to Frankie's at night.” 


She was stunned. “B-but the exposure,” she said. “Y-you can't guess 
what I've been through to get it.” 


Merrick winced. It wasn't going to be easy. “I’m sorry, miss, er, 
Eddie,” he shook his head. “But there won't be any exposure. Written 
by Roscoe Ward. I could get it accepted by the Board. But a series of 
articles by an unknown, on a pretty dicey topic at best . . .” his voice 
faded away with a shrug. 


She takes it very well, he thought. She was still calm. She sat up on 


the sofa, and fumbled for a cigarette. Without thinking, Merrick 
tushed and got her a light. She rewarded him with a sweet smile. 
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It was Mernck’s turn to be confused. “I'm really so sorry,” he began, 
but she raised a pink-tipped finger to him. 


“I'm sorry, Mr. Merrick,” she said. “But there will be an exposure. 
Co-authored by Roscoe Ward and Eddie MclIntyre, if you like, but 
there will be an exposure. You see,” she pursed her pink lips and 
blew smoke away, ‘as a reward for being a good girl, Allison Rizetti 
told me about what a good girl you are, Mr. Merrick.” 


Merrick's face showed his utter consternation. He spluttered, trying 
to find something to say, but the suntanned girl was in complete 
control. “You put Roscoe up to this exposure didn’t you? The business 
of the bonus was handled so sloppily. Only you could authorize that, 
and how would Roscoe have forgotten something that’s never 
happened on this paper before? I know because I checked. I was puz- 
zled all along with why you would want the exposure so badly. But 
you knew Rizetti well, I would guess. You knew he'd back off if there 
was a threat of an official investigation, just to protect his own 
daughter. Well, you were right.” She stood up and strode mannishly to 
Merrick’s liquor cabinet. “But don’t worry. I extracted your negatives 
from the Rizetti file. She smiled over her straight rye. “They're in a 
safe place now.” 


Merrick sat down, his head in his hands. “Don't worry, John,” she 
purred. “All I ever wanted to be was a reporter. Look what I've done 
to get there. The stories I'll write about this will sell a lot of 
newspapers for you. I don’t want anything else but what you actually 
promised me.” 


“But you'll want more later,” Merrick’s voice was agonized. 


Eddie shook his head. Gentle pressure, he thought. “No,” he said. 
“T'll tell you what, I'll give you the whole package when my articles 
are published.” 


eb ek ok fe 


Julie Burns would have nothing to do with Eddie when he returned 
to the paper. Frankie Darro had returned his hair to its natural shade, 
but the news of his stunt had got around and he had to suffer in- 
numerable slights and comments from the other guys. One person, 
however, who regarded Eddie with sympathetic eyes was the buxom 
Lisa Beard. Her reputation for leading guys on and then turning cold 
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was so well known that Eddie, still the youngest reporter on staff, was 
only mildly surprised when she stopped by his desk and put one of 
her well-manicured hands over his typewriter keys. 


“You're working too hard,” her voice was soft and kindly. “Mr. 
Merrick told the editor-in-chief that you and Roscoe had the greatest 
story this newspaper's had in a decade. He said your articles would 
sell a lot of newspapers.” She smiled. “So you can relax. Your success 
is assured. Come and buy me a drink." 


Eddie looked up at the pretty, shapely girl. Why not, he thought. I 
have to start living again. In the bar, he was fascinated by the return 
of the possessive male feelings when Lisa flirted with the barman 
and other of her passing male acquaintances. He accompanied her 
back to her flat, little expecting anything further. To his surprise, a 
trembling Lisa invited him in. Ah, he thought, she feels safe with me. 
His high spritis evaporated. Maybe she’s right, he thought darkly, and 
if I don't even make a pass at her, it'll be all over the office tomorrow. 


Eddie did not have to make a pass at Lisa, however. In the dim 
light of her own flat, she attacked Eddie tigerishly and with quaking 
lips. She almost tore off their clothes to get at him. She was more than 
passionate, she was aroused. In the grip of some fantasy Eddie did not 
at first comprehend, she induced Eddie into a bout of lovemaking 
that recalled Allison to his mind. 


In a small break in their passion, she finally opened her eyes and 
whispered, “I heard that Roxanne could do a fabulous strip. Can't she 
do one just for me?” Feeling the quivering body beneath him, Eddie 
at last understood what it was that was turning Lisa on. 


He sighed inwardly, but murmured, “Sure, baby, I'll go and get 
her.” 


ke ok ek oe 


Eddie McIntyre was jotting down a note about the check he had 
just cashed when he smelled a familiar aroma of Coty. He looked up. 
Two women were watching him across the check-writing counter. 
They both smiled at him. 


“I don’t think he recognizes us, Cissy,” said the taller of the two. 
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The small redhead laughed. “I believe you're right, Kiki,” she said. 


Eddie stared at them. “Wh-what the .. .” he began. Kiki was no 
longer a blonde. Her short, red hair was very becoming. She wore an 
ocelot coat and hat and looked very prosperous. Cissy’s long grey- 
blonde hair matched her fun fur and high-heeled grey boots. “How 
are you?” he said lamely. 


“We're getting along fine,” they said together, coming around to 
take his arms, clinging on most femininely. Other men eyed Eddie 
enviously. “Yes,” said Kiki. “We heard if was you who broke up 
Benny’s racket .. ." 

“And then we read your stories,” Cissy’s voice was excited. 

They lead Eddie outside and insisted on buying him lunch. “Even 
with that suit and tie,” said Kiki over dessert, “I still want to call you 
Roxanne, just to see what you'll do.” 


Eddie smiled. He was now firmly established on the Tribune's 
reporting staff, a year of hard toil behind him. “How did you know my 
name?” he asked. 

“In my bad time, at Betty's,” Cissy’s voice was muted, “I met Lola 
Levine. She'll always remember you and the fabulous review you 
gave her act. Her description of you was perfect. I realized then why 
you asked me so many questions and who the ‘Sally’ was in the 
article you wrote.” 


Cissy then stood up, excused herself and went off to the “little girl's 
room.” Eddie looked at Kiki. The smile had faded on the former 
blonde’s face. “She’s not really doing so well,” she said. “This is one of 
her better days. With her attitude, it wasn’t likely she’d do well in a 
place like Betty's." She looked carefully at Eddie. “Your articles 

‘closed up a lot of work for impersonators in this city. The Gold Coast 
is giving up, too. It'll be a Hawaiian restaurant next week, ‘under new 
management’.” 


“How are you making out?” Eddie felt real concern for Kiki, who 
had tried too hard to set him straight when she thought Roxanne was 
in too deep. 

A chuckle came into Kiki's voice. “Going to write a follow-up to 
your expose?” She laughed. Eddie’s expression indicated that that 
wasn't such a bad idea. “Well, I'm O.K. I met a girl, a real one.” she 
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stressed the word “real,” “and we're shacking up together. It's nice to 
be the man of the house again occasionally. We're running the 
Starline Motel.” She grimaced. “It's a bit of a dump but it’s a good 
living." 

Cissy had come out of the Ladies and was flirting with a bushoy 
who had bumped into her. “You wouldn't think she’s still not adjusted, 
would you?” said Kiki indicating Cissy with her eyes. “Tonight she’s 
likely to be on a three or four hour crying jag just thinking about 
what's happened to her. I've, er, kind of taken her in,” she looked a 
little nervous, and Eddie began to wonder about Kiki's “real” girl. 
“I've got her to a psychiatrist, and it seems to help.” 

“Are the others still in the business?’’ Eddie asked. thinking that a 
new expose might be a real story after all. 

“Are you kidding?” Kiki smiled. “After the notoriety you gave 
female impersonators after your articles?” 

“They're all out of work?” Eddie queried. 

“Well,” said Kiki. “It depends what you call work. Karen’s taken off 
with some Mexican, he came to the club a month after you lett, 
looking for you." Her eyes were thoughtful. “You do seem to have an 
effect on people, don’t you? Allison, of course, has given up being a 
hag. She's a bitch to her husband, though, or so I hear. Audrey's 
working in a store downtown.” She frowned, trying to remember. “A 
lot are on the streets, the real queer ones like Diane and Deirdre; you 
can hardly tell them from the real pros. But you know how it is,” she 
said suddenly looking quite tired. “It's all a downhill path.” 

Eddie shook his head, “No, it isn't,” he said. 

“Yes, it is,’ Kiki's voice was stubborn. “Once you're on this train, 
you're on the express route to nowhere, a dead-end.” Bitterness 
colored her voice. “I'll bet Roxanne is still riding.” 


Eddie shrugged. “I'm getting married on Saturday,” he said, “to a 
girl who worked in the bank where you saw me today. As for 
Roxanne,” his voice was cool and unhurried, “the train does keep 
picking up more passengers, if's true, but you have to remember that 


it stops occasionally.” He paused and looked with compassion into 
Kiki's black-lined eyes. “And Roxanne got off the train a long time 


uw 


ago. 
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Then exams were over and the long summer vacation began. 
Being home all day and dressed as a girl all the time now, was it . 
any wonder that gradually I began to change. The change was al- 
most imperceptable. At least to me. And that made it impossible 
to fight. How can you fight something that you're not aware of? Or 
that may be in your imagaination. And when everybody around 
you thinks that there is nothing to fight anyway. What could I have 
done? 


The clothes were all right. They were comfortable ... except for 
that darn corset. But that seemed to have loosened as I hardly felt it 
anymore, even though mother now easily could lace it completely 
closed. It never occurred to me that it was my body that had 
changed. And the clothes were light and colorful, cut a little dif- 
ferently ... but so what? Unisex was in, right? 


Those aprons never ceased to bug me. It seemed to change my 
whole role in life. People always look differently at a girl in an or- 
dinary dress than at one in an attractive apron. For some reason 
it makes you more of a girl if you do things in the house, and wear 
an apron. But after the clothes came the hair bit ... the makeup. 
And becoming more and more accomplished, I also felt more 
feminized. The constant remarks from the triumvirate of mother and 
her friends did not help either. Nag... nag... nag... all the time. 
A girl does not do that, a girl does not sit like that, a girl should walk 
like that. A girl should watch her posture. A girl should always be 
dainty and take good care of her clothes. You have pretty legs dear 
... make sure you keep them shaved neatly. 
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As you see, constant, everlasting criticism, but never in an an- 
noying way. Always so friendly and so well meant that I only became 
irritated once in a blue moon. And of course they always added: 
“It is for your own good you know.” 


Like heck it was. But it was an unequal struggle, if “struggle it 
can be called. Just when I was used to wearing nail polish and long, 
oval talons, Mrs. Rosalia would say, “Pretty earrings would look nice 
on you.” 

“So might a nosering ... but I won't wear them,” I muttered. 


I was wrong again. Mrs. Rosalia brought a pair over and we could 
not hurt her feelings, could we? So I found myself wearing them 
... every day and getting used to them ... to the point that I felt nude 
without them. And of course ... one’s actions and movements are in 
certain ways controlled by the clothes one wears. Carmel had ap- 
parently loved high heels. She must have slept in them. Because 
of the oversupply, I found myself wearing them everday, also. It 
made me walk funny ... as did some of the tight skirts. That darn 
corset seemed to do something to my hips, also. 

Several times I had caught the three women smiling at themselves 
and nodding with a significant grin when they saw me walk. To top 
it all off. Well that's not right, they don’t go on top .... Mrs. Rosalia 
came with some awlully realistic falsies, steadfastly refusing to say 
which of her daughters had needed them. Well it seemed I just could 
not be without them, and from then on I sported a mature bosom that 
an 18-year-old girl would envy. But mother insisted and I hardly 
noticed how they made me carry myself differently. My shoulders 
were back my arms hung more loosely and away from my body. Of 
course, having no pockets seemed to do things to your arms, wrists 
and hands. Wearing clanking bracelets, pretty necklaces and ador- 
able little pins also performed their subtle changes on me. I even 
picked up things differently because of my longer nails. 


And once all these physical alterations are‘gradually experienced 
and become a part of one, the mental changes cannot be far be- 
hind. Can they? 


I almost automatically smiled sweetly whenever someone ad- 
dressed me, and I looked at them. I learned to lower my eyes submis- 
sively. No that's not true. I did not have to Jearn it. I just seemed to 
be more obedient and modest. As I seemed to become more passive, 
mother counterwise became much more strict with her “daughter.” 
One day it finally dawned on me that I was being brought up and 
treated exactly like mother when she was my age. 
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So tell me ... could I really help it if I gradually began to adopt the 
mannerisms of a girl? Just from the long stories of Mrs. Weingarten 
and Mrs. Rosalia about her three daughters, I learned enough what 
a girl is supposed to do and how to act in different circumstances. 
Yes ... 1 was being groomed into a demure, good looking, modest 
young lady, accomplished in all things feminine. And I just had no 
way of fighting it. It was just a fact of life that I had to accept. 


On my 16th birthday, they had a party. Mrs. Weingarten had 
wanted to bring “a couple of young people,” but | killed that in the 
bud real quickly. But the gifts were all feminine, without exception. 
Trinkets, from mother a beautiful little gold watch. She must have 
spent the entire dividend on the one stock she had on this. I had to 
promise her to wear it always. Mrs. Rosalia came with two of the 
cutest, frilliest pinafore aprons, with lots of ruffles at the hem and the 
shoulders and fine lace inserts. ‘Made them myself and they'll fit you 
just right. Well you know. We don’t hurt any feelings in our house 
(except mine) so I wore one all evening. I must admit they were 
beautifully made, but this time I knew enough not to say so. A couple 
of times ] had to put up with: “Doesn't she look sweet in it?” But I 
guess it could have been worse. It was obvious that they had com- 
pletely forgotten I was ever a boy. 


Lately mother became more and more angry as I still refused to 
go on the streets with her or the other two women. But I managed 
to escape. I sure wasn't going to let anyone make a fool out of me 
in public ... Right? 


How wrong I was. It happened this way. I had made another two 
friends who knew me only as a girl. Two five-year-olds from the neigh- 
borhood — a boy, Jimmy, and a girl, Debbie. One could often see 
them walking hand-in-hand, open-eyed, taking in all of the big world. 


I was washing the windows at the time. Yes ... outside and every 
other Saturday ... and yes ... I sort of had gotten used to this limited 
exposure in skirts and aprons. I could always quickly scoot in the 
house and nobody seemed to be looking anyway. 


So one day a few months ago on a beautiful April day, Jimmy and 
Debbie stopped by. 


“What are you doing,” Jimmy asked, obviously the leader of the 
two. 
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“Cleaning the windows. What are you doing?” 

“But you look through them enough,” he replied, ignoring my 
counter-request as not relevant apparently. 

“Yes,” I said, after asking their names, “but sometimes they get 
a little dirty from the smoke of the cars and the soot in the air.” 


“I see a smudge right there,” said little Debbie, pointing with her 
rose-pink index finger. They stayed and chatted till I had finished. 
From then on I saw them regularly and now considered them good 
friends. We always chatted a little. It was proof of the change in my 
personality. I had sunk that low. Why was it that I suddenly liked to 
talk to little kids like them? 


One day, Mrs. Weingarten had brought her daughter-in-law to the 
house to show off her latest grandchild. Mother had tricked me out of 
my room where I was hiding. Fortunately they had not told her who 
I really was. At any rate, I thought so, as she treated me just like 
another young girl. Somehow I was maneuvered into holding her 
baby. I felt funny all over — like my mother must fee! when I hug her, 
or she hugs me, which is the more likely thing. The baby was so soft 
and cuddly ... so helpless and dependent. A whole new emotion 
welled up in me. And when I realized what it was, I blushed red like 
a strawberry. 


That darn Mrs. Weingarten noticed it and had to tease. “You'd 
make a good mutterchen some day, ja?” 


I turned around to try and hide my embarrassment. It was true 
... lactually enjoyed holding the baby and trying to make it laugh. 
The thought that I almost felt reluctant to hand the baby over was 
with me the whole week. What was happening to me? But back to the 
story. 


One Saturday morning mother was shopping as usual. I was doing 
some light dusting on the windows still wearing a light blue cotton 
shirtdress with short sleeves and one of Mrs. Rosalia’s really frilly 
pinafores. While watering the plants I looked idly out of the window. 
I saw Jimmy and Debbie approaching on their usual morning stroll. 
They had spotted a little stray dog and Jimmy began to leave the 
sidewalk to pet it. From the corner of my eyes, I saw a United Parcel 
truck backing up. I started to shout but because of the exhaust of the 
truck and the closed windows they did not hear me. I started to open 
the window to try and prevent an accident. 
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The next thing I know, I was standing on the sidewalk outside, 
holding a bleeding little Jimmy in my arms. Little Debbie was crying 
loudly and hanging on to the skirt of my pinafore. It is amazing how 
quickly a crowd can congregate. It seemed that all the neighbors 
were there within a minute. I did not think at first about the fact 
that here I was in the street in my feminine pinafore, yet, exposed to 
practically everybody in the street. I had attention only for Jimmy, 
whom I tried to calm and comfort. Someone must have called the 
police because within a very short time, a screaming police car 
drove up, just as Jimmy was getting calm enough to tell me where it 
hurt. 


“Who are you, miss? What happened here?” 


I told him the details and only when I automatically gave him my 
name as Christine, did the horrible truth dawn on me. Not only was 
I standing in the middle of a crowd, dressed as a girl in a domestic 
white apron, but I had myself without thinking given my new name, 
Christine. 


I stood there, my face as pale as Jimmy’s, still the center of atten- 
tion. I looked around for help, but heard someone say, “I went to tell 
their mother, and she has fainted.” 


Someone else asked, “Who's the pretty girl ... is she his sister?” 


Jimmy opened his eyes then and I forgot all about my predica- 
ment as he said: “Christine ... it hurts.” 


“You better take him to the hospital, miss, for a check-up,” the 
policeman said, leading me to his car. I had no choice of course 
but to carry Jimmy in my arms to the hospital. There I had to register 
him at the emergency room and again had to give my name as 
Christine. It was becoming a habit already. I noticed some blood- 
stains on my pure white pinafore and was annoyed that I even cared 
about that. We attracted plenty of attention of course and was I 
ever getting nervous. On the treatment table Jimmy insisted I kept 
holding his hand and, trying to console him, I forgot again about 
being in skirts in full view in a public place. Jimmy would not let go 
of my hand, no matter what the doctors said. The nurses were very 
nice to me, treating me as one of them and they all liked me... as a 
girl. 
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Fortunately Jimmy's condition was not serious. Just a few small 
cuts on his head and leg where the fender had barely touched him. 
As he became used to the doctor and the strange new place, he 
calmed down and answered the questions of the nurses, who tried to 
divert his attention away from the treating doctor. 


Jimmy's mother arrived soon, pale as death and almost crying with 
fear. She took over and thanked me for having taken care of her 
boy. “You're one girl in a million,” she said, making me blush. As I 
left the emergency room for the large lounge, filled with waiting 
people, it hit me again ... like a meteor. 


There I stood in the middle of the large busy waiting hall, in my 
housedress and stained apron, completely dressed as a girl with lots 
of people staring at me. I started to cry, and as I shook my head, I 
could feel my pigtails with the blue ribbons brush my cheeks. I must 
have looked the very picture of misery. But I just could not help 
myself. The emotion of seeing Jimmy seriously hurt and the horrible 
situation I was in ... also, the tears seemed to come much easier 
lately. All the people stared at me ... and the whole neighborhood 
had seen me in skirts. I wished I were dead. 


One of the policemen, an older Irishman, came to me and put his 
arms around me. “Come on pretty lassie, you ain't got no reason to 
cry. The little one will be alright.” 


I recoiled at first, then practically collapsed in his arms, crying 
on his shoulder like a real girl. The realization made me cry even 
more. “It’s all right Christine ... everything is all right ... don’t you 
worry about a thing. A pretty girl like you should smile, not cry. 
Come on... give me a wee bit of a smile.” 


Again I could not help myself as I responded the way he wished 
and frantically started to dry my eyes with that ridiculous small 
hanky three square inches of white cloth that one could not even 
blow his nose in. 


“There hat's better now, lasie. You were very alert and caring. A 


girl like you has three gold stars in my book. Do you mind telling 
what exactly happened, so I can make my report?” 
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My hanky being totally inadequate, he had to give me his large 
one, which smelled of cologne and finally my face was dry. He looked 
at me and started to smile. Like a real girl, I suddenly knew that 
I must look a mess, my makeup all smudged. What a sight I must be. 
Quickly I took off the spotted apron, blushing like a rose, when he 
gave my figure the eye. It made me mad that at that moment, the 
only thought I had, was that at least I was wearing a freshly ironed 
dress that fitted well. Imagine a boy having such thoughts. One of 
the bloodspots had soaked through though and I carefully held the 
folded apron in front to hide that spot on my dress. 


The policeman finally drove me home, making complimentary 
remarks all the way. He had me blushing the entire trip, and even 
smiling at this Blarney occasionally. 


When I entered the house, I almost turned to escape. Mother had 
a covey of women, all neighbors apparently, as I vaguely recognized 
some of their faces. Mrs. Rosalia was there, also. It was good that 
we had always kept pretty well to ourselves. I would have died 
if any of them had recognized me as a boy, being dressed like a 
girl. Mother proudly introduced me as her daughter Christine and the 
women started to fawn over me, saying how pretty I was and how 
quickly and nicely I had helped Jimmy. I was so overwhelmed, that 
I did not know what to do or to say. Except for an inane, “It was 
nothing.” 


I wanted to get out of there quickly though. Pointing to the spot 
on my dress, I asked to be excused. Mother agreed and said to 
my disgust: “Hurry up, Christine. Get into something pretty and then 
you can help me serve the coffee.” 


I looked at mother. She was no help at all. I could see she was 
all excited. She never had that many visitors at once. She positively 
oozed pride in her daughter and the compliments praising my looks, 
sweetness and God knows what else. 


In the semi quiet of my room, I had a chance to reflect. It was a 
real calamitous situation. But at least it was not of my own doing. 
I had spontaneously reacted as a human being to help another. That 
was not bad. I had not wanted to play girl. It just had happened. 
Of course I had no alternative but to pick a dress. I did not want to 
make the wrong impression. So I chose a simple pink sweater and 
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skirt set, which meant that I had to change the ribbons on my plaits 
to pink, also. I was fixing my face ... and yes, admiring myself a little 
... the praise had gotten to me, I guess, when mother came in. 


“Christine, can’t you hurry up a bit. I need your help to serve,” she 
said nervously, as if the count of Novgorod had come to call. So 
now she kept on calling me Christine, also. 


“I'm not Christine. I am Chris, your son,” I insisted. 


“Yes, yes, yes,” she said, leaving again in a hurry. She had not 
heard a word of what I said. Didn't she ever consider my feelings? 
Couldn't she say just once, “Yes, I know you're my son and I love you 
in pants, also.” 


With a heavy heart I followed her to the kitchen. Within two 
minutes, I found myself in a fresh white apron, serving coffee to the 
visitors, none of whom I really knew. And everyone seemed to like 
the Ukrainian pastry, which mother always made Friday night for 
Sunday. 


I must say all the women were very nice to me. I almost began to 
forget that I was not the girl they thought I was. But they would not 
let me, showering me with compliments: how pretty I was, how nice I 
helped mother, how cute I looked, and how nice I had been to the 
little kids. 


Two of them asked me if I was available for babysitting. Just as I 
began turning them down, mother overheard and butted in. “Of 
course Christine would be glad to help you out. Just give her a call.” 


“But what about my homework?” I asked, desperately trying to 
avoid a definite commitment. 


“You can work at our house, after the kids are safely in bed,” one of 
the ladies said. I liked her. She had an open, pleasant face and she 
sure did not hide the fact that she liked me. 


I smiled back at her, but then looked at mother, trying to hypnotize 
her to say, “No, no, no.” She must have forgotten completely about my 
masquerading as a girl because she repeated that anyone wanting a 
babysitter just call me. “She charges one dollar an hour,” my mother 
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added unflinchingly, as if she had used babysitters all her life. This 
whole thing was snowballing out of control. Way out. 


Within the week, I had three nights of babysitting lined up. The first 
one mother had accepted without even consulting me. I was real 
cross at her. But when she argued that we could save money this way 
for my college education later, I had to agree that there was a certain 
logic to this. And I sure could use the money later. So as usual, my 
own wishes and feelings were ignored. Again. I should not have given 
in. I could have earned money as a boy, right? But as I said before, I 
seemed to become more pliable and agreeable, and obedient to my 
mother. 


The first few times were hard. First walking the streets to the house 
in question, feeling naked in my short skirts, nyloned legs and fearing 
that I was conspicuous in my high heels and pig tails. Also, what did 
I know about diapers and formulations and little girl dresses? But I 
learned ... oh boy, did I leam ... about pacifiers, dressing little girls 
and boys, reading bedtime stories, taking toddlers to the john, and 
once even how to ward off over-eager adolescents. 


It follows that I was more and more in public now. Lots of people 
seemed to recognize and know me. At least judging from the greet- 
ings and smiles and looks of approval which I noticed almost every- 
where. I even went shopping with mother nowadays and later also 
alone, without evening thinking about it. 


The troika of fairy godmothers ... better drop that fairy ... I don't 
like it ... continued active and watchful. It felt almost like I had to 
pass an exam, everytime the three of them were together. They 
nagged me, criticized me, improved me, feminized me, till I honestly 
began to expect my period any day. The funny thing was that they 
did it in such a nice way that I just did not have the heart to be nasty 
to them, or resist their efforts. Especially so with mother. 


We had become closer, till sometimes it seemed that I even began 
to understand her. In some things anyway. I began to see that good 
manners forbade a girl to prance too much, or show too much cleav- 
age ... or in general to be too obvious. I had learned that from Mrs. 
Weingarten. She had said that I was such a natural, good-looking 
girl, with a style of my own that I did not need to be “obvious.” “Just 
yourself Christine ... people and the boys can't help liking you. 
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I blushed uncomfortably when she mentioned the boys. But I had 
not had my eyes closed. I had noticed their hungry, admiring stares 
all too often. So mother and I got along fairly well. Even though on 
occasion I still had an argument about the girls’ clothes I was forced 
to wear. But she always had the last word: 


“Do you want the neighbors to think you are one of those strange 
girls?” 


I did not. I wanted them to think I was a boy. But it dawned on me 
that it was sort of late for this. Much too late. 


I guess mother really had wanted a daughter. It must be hard for 
a widow to bring up a boy, without help, in a strange country, not 
having the faintest idea what kinds of thoughts turmoil around in a 
growing young man’s head. She:seemed to enjoy my situation to her 
heart’s content. She basked in repeating the tale of my heroic ... re- 
peat, “heroic” action when Jimmy was in danger. She had made many 
new acquaintances because of it, new friends as well. That made her 
happier than I had ever seen her, and she obviously thought that 
this good thing was caused by me being a girl. 


She still insisted on lacing me in that darn corset everyday and 
without me knowing it, had made an adjustment, so the waist was two 
inches smaller. It became rather clear to me, what that thing of tor- 
ture had done to my figure. The way my pectoral muscles were 
pushed up and out was practically obscene. The curves on my hips 
and the way my fanny stuck out now, was just as bad. 


Lately I had begun to think about school. I brought it up several 
times during the summer. The last time mom had replied: “Do not 
worry about that now, Lieberski ... when the time comes we will do 
the right thing.” 


If I had only known. 
My trio of supervisors had obviously discussed it amonst them- 
selves. One Saturday moming two weeks before school would begin, 


they took me out shopping. The presence of the whole committee 
bothered me not a little. What were they planning? I soon found out. 
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I was pulled to the teenage girl department of the best women's 
store and in horror heard mother say that we were looking for some 
nice school dresses for her daughter. I started to protest, but it was 
rather crowded. The last thing I wanted to do was make a scene and 
call attention to myself. There were many daughters with their 
mothers on the same errand as we. It was galling that there was no 
privacy at all. The other girls all my age were choosing and trying on 
their new pretties. My three tormentors had the time of their lives 
choosing suitable teenage outfits for me. I could see all my baby- 
sitting money being spent. The money I had earned changed diapers 
and feeding infants. I could hide the fact that I was interested in the 
new clothes only with difficulty. In an unguarded moment, I even 
made some suggestions. And eventually I left with a collection of 
sweaters, school dresses, miniskirts, pretty frilly blouses and things 
that would last me a long, long time. 


I tried to control my anger until we were outside. Then I lowered 
the boom. I did not care whether the other ladies heard it or not. 


“Mother, I'm not going back to school as a girl. I can't go in a dress 
or skirts. I'd rather die. What will the boys say?” 


“Now ... now,” Mrs. Weingarten said. “Don't be so over-emotional 
about it.” 


Mrs. Rosalia added: “Christine, you can’t talk to your mother that 
way. It's impermissible. I mean, it’s impolite ... your hurting her 
feelings. You should apologize to her.” 


Mother took my side, which gave me a glimmer of hope. “Now, 
Lena, don’t be so harsh on her. She’s a shy girl, and I think I know how 
she feels.” 


this way. I won't ... so there.” 


None of the women replied and we walked home in silence. I was 
determined to stick to my resolution. At home, mother acted very 
cool ... and we did not even talk after her friends had left. Mrs. 
Rosalia had left with the admonition: “Girls your age should do what 
their mothers tell them. Your mother knows what is best for you. 
You'll look silly gallivanting around in pants.” 
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Late in the afternoon, I saw mother sink in her favorite chair, acting 
like she had a headache. And then she began to cry. One of my 
weaknesses is that I can never see a female cry. It makes me all jelly 
inside. I kneeled at her knees, asking what's the matter. 


“You know what's the matter. I was so proud of you and now you 
treat me this way.” 


“But mother, I'm the one who has to go to school and face the other 
kids. What will they say? What will they do?” 


“You're not going to the same school, remember?” she replied. It 
was true. I had forgotten. Due to desegregation school bussing, I had 
been assigned to another high school. “At a different school there will 
be other young people who don't even know you.” She made a big 
show of crying again. “You know we don’t have the money to buy 
other clothes. You did not mind all summer. Why are you now trying 
to break my heart?” 


Breaking her heart my eye. Why hadn't she spent the money on 
boys clothes. What about my heart and self-respect? My personality? 
I asked her why she did not buy male clothes for me. 


“You looked so pretty and so natural as my daughter ... and we all 
took it for granted that you realized you were all girl now. You are 
much too pretty to be a mere boy. And you make such a fine daugh- 
ter... just like your Aunt Schipka when she was young.” 


I continued to argue vehemently, refusing to give in. 


Mother gave out with another torrent of tears. But this time I steeled 
myself. I just could not even imagine going to a school as a girl and 
meeting all kinds of young folks my age. Me ... a simpering girl? 


Then mother changed her tactics. She became angry and when I for 
the umpteenth time explained my reasons, she suddenly shouted: 
“Now Christine, you shut your mouth. I won't have it. I've taken 
enough of your lips. What would all the nice neighbors think when 
they see you in boys’ clothes? Do you want them to think you're one 
of those strange crazy girls?” 
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I knew she meant “gay girls” ... but she would never use that term. 
Of course, it was true. Almost everyone in the neighborhood knew I 
was a girl, after that accident with Jimmy. But how come that “queer” 
business did not come up when I was changed into feminine clothes? 


More scared than belligerent at mother’s outburst, I held my 
tongue. The idea of another school sort of tranquilized me. A little ... 
anyway. And then ... as I reflected further ... I was more used to 
skirts now, rough pants would feel awkward and funny. How stupid 
can one get? 


As the subject was buried for that night, I lay thinking in bed. It 
never occurred to me that probably many of my classmates would 
also be transferred to the new school. 


So, come Sept. 4 and there I was — dressed in new lingerie and the 
recently-acquired Tartan school dress. The one with the spanking 
white round collar and cuffs. Nylons and two-inch heels, my new hair- 
style ... a ponytail, tied with a red matching ribbon. My skirts to just 
above the knees, and a tight white patent leather belt buckled 
around my small waist. I had seen in the mirror that I looked, shall we 
say ... delectable? But still mother had to push me out the door. For 
the last time I begged her to at least let me wear slacks. But it was 
no use. 


“It's not proper for a girl to wear pants to school. You don't want to 
be like one of those crazy women... liberationists?” 


“You look very nice now — so off with you and behave like a good 
daughter.” 


With butterflies in my stomach and knocking knees, I approached 
a group of students, waiting for the bus at the street corner. When 
there was no one from my class, I sighed with relief. Maybe mother 
had been right. I saw that the boys were obviously interested, when I 
nodded a shy hello to their waved greeting. They were too busy 
watching my figure and legs to do more than stutter a hello back. 
Just when I was beginning to feel a little better about all this, the bus 
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arrived. Innocently I climbed aboard, fully aware of my exposure in 
the relatively short skirts. About halfway down, I froze. What a shock. 
There were five of my classmates — three girls and two boys sitting 
and talking together. I panicked and turned to flee. But my exit was 
blocked by others behind me. I was close to throwing up and wished 
that I had an honest-to-goodness car sickness bag handy. But they 
hardly seemed to notice me, or my strange fearful reaction. The girls 
mostly looked at my dress and then retumed to their conversation. 
It took me all the way to school to calm down somewhat, even though 
I now was really worried who I might see in my new class. 


It sure had been lucky that I never devoted much time developing 
close friendships. Mother always had made me come home directly 
from school to get dressed as a girl. 


Actually there were seven old classmates of mine in this same 
school. But through a real stroke of luck there were several junior 
classes and I did not attend any courses they did. Boy was I lucky. 
When occasionally we would meet in the hall, they never even recog- 
nized me, although the boys sure looked at me. Even with the regis- 
tration there was no problem. When the homeroom teacher called my 
name and saw a pretty girl, he shrugged his shoulders and assumed a 
typographical error had occurred, changing the M to an F. After 
lunch time, I was called to the administration office. They took one 
look at me and apologizing for the mistake, changed my records. So 
I was now a girl officially and that was that. No need to tell you that 
I had been quite nervous about all this. It seems that fate had 
destined me to remain in skirts. 


The second day I began to make friends with the girls. Or rather, 
they began to make friends with me. It was funny how friendly they 
were to me, where as a boy they had always ignored me... as if I did 
not exist or something. Had my personality changed, or were my 
clothes the cause of this change? I wondered. 


After a few weeks I actually could be called popular, I guess. It 
worried me, that I seemed to fit so well and naturally with the female 
half of the class. I was always included in activities and asked to par- 
ticipate with things. But mother still insisted that I came home im- 
mediately, saying that she was worried about pretty girls walking the 
street unescorted. 
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Carmel’s coats got plenty of use now that the weather became 
nippy. Mother had bought me a beautiful raincoat with a cute hood 
and a tight belt. Another time, she made me go to the beauty salon 
and for the first time had my hair done. It had grown to my shoulders 
and the attendant told me what beautiful hair I had. I blushed deep- 
ly. Imagine ... a boy having beautiful hair. I came away with a real 

' pretty pageboy, with bangs flipping out on both sides of my face, 
| giving my hair a thick, healthy look and framing my face femininely. 


Afterward I was alone in my room, admiring myself in front of the 
mirror. I was... I could not be ... annoyed at the real pretty girl Isaw 
reflected, with a tiny waist, plenty of curves, shapely legs, and a soft 

face. A sort of inner calm came over me that day. Maybe it was more 

. acceptance of myself ... as a girl ... or as a whatever ... who 
knows. I was so confused, uncertain, in turmoil. I did not know what to 
think any more. 


At school I had begun to accept the ogling of the boys as unavoid- 
able and I giggled with the girls about their sheepy stares, discussing 
them and making fun of them. 


In December there was plenty of excitement amongst the girls 
about the junior prom. I learned first-hand, the schemes and machina- 
tions that went on to get a date. It annoyed me that the girls had to 
wait to be asked. I seemed to get infected with their hopes and 
worries and found myself wondering whether I would be asked by a 
boy. 


It occurred on the way home from school, thinking about what the 
girls had said. I blushed deeply when I found myself hoping to be 
asked. Just like them. And for the first time, being on the other side, I 
realized how important it was to them, to get a date for the prom. 
How do you suppose I felt, when I was one of the first to be invited. 
He was a tall boy named Peter. One of the best students and terribly 
good-looking. I knew that many of the girls were after him. He was a 
good athlete, strong, and always seemed to be the leader. 


When I realized how really pleased I was, having been chosen by 
him, I blushed like a rose. What in heaven's name was happening to 
me? Had I been changed that much? Had I begun to think like a real 
girl? 
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That evening Mrs. Weingarten and Mrs. Rosalia were visiting. My 
mind must have been so full of the event that before I knew it, I had 
told them about my date. They made a real big deal out of it and 
were pleased as punch, especially because I had been one of the first 
girls to be asked. Practically all the rest of the evening was devoted 
to the question of what I should wear and whether Peter was good 
enough for me. 


Mrs. Rosalia went into a long instruction session about what she 
taught her daughters about their relations to boys. It made me blush, 
when I was told in great detail where I should draw the line. The 
whole idea of petting with a boy was of course farthest from my mind. 
And I began to worry a little what I had let myself in for. 


“Don’t let him paw you, as if he owns you,” Mrs. Weingarten stated. 
Above the knee and anywhere near the bosom was strictly off-limits 
and to be immediately and firmly discouraged. According to their 
code a kiss or two should not be avoided, if I felt like it. Imagine ... 
fat chance... 


After some time of this sort of admonishments and teachings, I was 
blushing so deeply with mortification that everyone noticed and 
smiled. Girls really were told how to handle boys, apparently, schem- 
ing how to keep them interested and within certain vague limitations, 
flaunting one’s femininity and charms, without being too obvious. 


They decided that I should wear Carmel’s gown. It was a pink, long 
formal with spaghetti straps and with a low neckline that was 
practically obscene to my mind. Under it would be the beautiful 
petticoat with the lace apron insert. I shivered with the thought, that 
I would be exposed to a crowd in that dress. I had not worn it since 
I tried it on that first fateful Friday. I tried to picture myself, floating 
about on high heels with that wide, wide skirt flaring about my legs, 
rustling with the taffeta petticoat and net ruffles undemeath. And 
when I thought how much it was going to divulge of my bosom, I 
nearly hid my face in shame. I just knew I would never dare. Not in 
front of my whole class and all their friends, with bare shoulder and a 
half-nude back. I'd rather be tortured to death. But I lived ... as 
usual. 


Inconceivable as it might have seemed then, the last Saturday be- 
fore Christmas ... there I was in all my glory. Mother had taken me to 
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the beauty shop that aftemnoon, where I had been given the works. 
My hair was long enough to style really beautifully. A red bow kept 
the bangs behind my ear, to show Mrs. Rosalia’s earrings. 


Mother seemed more excited than I was at the prospect of me 
going to a formal dance. I guess she was reliving her childhood 
through me, or something. I was nervous as a cat in a doghouse. What 
really hurt was the fact that I really FELT pretty and yes ... feminine. 
More than I had ever thought possible. How was all this possible? 
How did I ever get into this predicament. And why did I like the 
smallness of my waist, the delicious rustling of my petticoat and my 
tightly drawn stockings? How was it that I had changed so much? 


Mother had set the stage for Peter. I was to wait in my room till 
mother called me. Peter arrived exactly on time. After mother de- 
liberately had let him become impatient and anxious, I made my 
grand entrance. The look on Peter's face made my evening. When 
dressed in his rented tux, he handed me a beautiful, fragrant corsage. 
I felt all my nervousness disappear as I made a mock curtsey and 
smilingly thanked him. Calm and collected, I realized the situation 
all too well. Here we were; a boy and a girl on a date, just as it should 
be. I would submit to the demands of the evening. I was expected to 
be a pretty girl ... and I would be one. For tonight, anyway. 


I will always remember this evening. I seemed to have danced all 
night. My cheeks were red with the excitement of it all, my eyes shiny 
with pleasure. It seems that all the boys were just waiting for a 
chance to cut in and I had to submit my slender waist to many, many 
eager hands, as I was wheeled around. I managed to follow quite 
well. When Peter got hold of me again, he pressed me tightly to him 
in a most possessive manner. And instead of protesting, I found myself 
giving in to his masterful gestures. 


Later, Peter walked me home, together with some of my best girl- 
friends and their escorts. Peter had put his arm around my shoulders 
and had drawn me close. I felt my body and mind responding ... as if 
I had no mind of my own. I actually snuggled up to him which later 
caused me terrible shame whenever I thought about it. 


Near home, in a dark portion of the street, Peter stopped me. He 


hugged me tight and started to kiss me. My brain wanted to struggle, 
but my throat refused to cry STOP. I just could not help myself sub- 


39 


JRANSVESTIA 


mitting to his demands. My arms crept around his neck as if they had 
nowhere else to go. We kissed like I never kissed before. I had never 
been the kissee — ever ... and I almost swooned. Fortunately, some 
passers-by made Peter stop. His breath was fast and I could see he 
was very excited. 


At our front door, I thanked Peter for the lovely evening and before 
he could take the initiative again, I gave him a light peck and went 
inside. There I stood in the hallway, leaning against the wall ... all 
confused ... emotionally bankrupt ... ashamed like I never had been 
before. Peter had treated me as a girl... and I had reacted and acted 
completely like the real thing. How could I ever fall that far?? What 
had happened to my own will ? What had happened to Chris the 
boy? 

Mother took my hand, curious about what I was doing so long in the 
hall. The triumvirate of godmothers had been waiting up for me, 
playing dominos. They were anxious to hear all about my exper- 
iences. And in telling them I forgot all about my earlier reflections 
and reservations. I actually found myself swirling on my toes, telling 
them how nice a time I had had and how much I had danced with 
everyone. 


When all had been told, I sat down, suddenly tired out. With my 
hands in my lap, I looked at the three women. Mother told the other 
two how nice Peter looked and what a nice couple we made. It 
made me feel bad all over. From nowhere the tears started flowing. 
The three women did not know what hit them. They were full of con- 
cem, asking me what the matter was and if they could do anything. 
I just shook my head. They would never understand. 


As mother let the other two out the door, each of them having 
kissed me good night, I sat in my chair, trying to stem the flow of 
tears. As mother re-entered the room and smiled at me, I realized the 
awesome, terrible truth. They had made a girl out of me. Having risen 
to this new plateau of complete femininity I was finally able to face 
the unadulterated truth. They had made a girl out of me ... irre- 
vocably and permanently. 


I knew now that after the experiences of that evening, that mother 
would never let me be a boy again. I could not let myself be a com- 
plete masculine being again. Without hope for the future, I was 
doomed to be mother’s daughter. 
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Once again, it was an initiation night. I remembered the last time 
four years before, when the course of my life had been altered so 
strangely — and so pleasantly. But this time, it was the initiation into 
the sorority which I pledged in college. The initiation was popularly 
known as “Hell Week” — a name which it deserved. Oh — I really 
shouldn't condemn it like that; after it was all over, you could look 
back with enjoyment. The name was part of the whole process, you 
see — to give the newcomer a certain apprehension and afterward, a 
certain sense of “belonging.” 

As before, I had a “big sister.” The simple difference this time was 
the fact that she thought I was a real girl. Maybe I should put that 
differently. A real female — as far as I was concerned, I was a girl. 
I lived among them, undetected, by using a little care and foresight 
— for example, the communal shower in a girls’ dormitory (if one is 
willing to get up an hour earlier than anyone else — and so on). Also, 
I regularly wore a bikini panty of latex that compressed the only 
visible signs of my maleness quite effectively. 


The main night of the initiation, we were all (those of us who were 
pledges) to sleep on the floor at the foot of our “big sister's bed, with 
only one blanket over our thin pajamas. The floor was hard, but I 
found the real source of discomfort was the cold. My “big sister” 
had opened a window that let in the cold February air. Several times 
she would ask, calling out in the darkness, “Are you comfortable, lit- 
tle sister?” And I would answer (as I was required, “Yes, thank you. I 
do so enjoy this.” But of course, as the hours passed, I grew more and 
more miserable, and when, for perhaps the fourth or fifth time, she 
asked again, I couldn’t answer but was suddenly sobbing, silently. 
She must have heard me, because I could hear her get out of bed, 
close the window, then come back, and say, “Hey, the idea is to make 
you a little uncomfortable — not turn you into an icicle. Now come 
on, quit trying to set an endurance record and get in bed and warm 


a” 


up. 


I didn’t need another invitation; I nearly leaped into bed, almost 
crying out for the sheer luxury of the warmth. My “big sister” walked 
around to the other side and crawled in, too. I was shivering so badly, 
my teeth were literally chattering (they really did, you know). “You'll 
be lucky not to catch pneumonia.” 


And if I did, whose fault would it be, I asked silently. She put her 
hand out and laid it on my shoulder. “You're absolutely as cold as 
ice,” she said in surprise. “I’m sorry, I didn't realize it or I would have 
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gotten you in here sooner. Listen, we've got to get you warmed up. 
I know, I'll lay right next to you.” She snuggled up to my side, and 
with her hands began massaging my arms and shoulders. It worked, 
to some extent, but I was still shivering violently, and the next thing, 
she had slid under the covers completely and was massaging the 
feeling back into my feet and legs. 

Gradually I warmed up and gradually she got tired of being a mas- 
seuse and, as it had been a long and exciting day for both of us we 
soon drifted off to sleep. 

The next day was a Sunday so there was no hurry about getting up. 
We lay in bed talking about the sorority, the initiation, our mutual 
plans for the coming year and so on. Finally, my “big sister” piled out 
of bed, stretched her beautiful body, grabbed a towel and headed for 
the shower room. I seized the opportunity of her absence to get dressed 
myself. It was one thing to have your own room and merely have to 
avoid the other girls in the intimacy of the shower, but it was some- 
thing else to find oneself in the same bedroom with another girl with 
both of us having to slip out of our pajamas and get into panties, bra, 
etc. 1 was glad that she had made a hurried exit and left me to myself. 


Well, that's about it for my story. What I've related so far explains 
how I happened to make the switch from an ordinary, bashful, high 
school boy to a very attractive, young college coed. This period of 
change was rather unusual and I thought it would be interesting to 
you, but from the point of initiation on it was no longer a matter of 
transition. I had started this trip as I told you by the initiation in high 
school which tumed out to be my initiation into a feminine life. The 
sorority initiation marked the culmination of that transition. From that 
point on I was just one of the girls. I shared all the little problems, 
triumphs and joys of the others. For in the sorority initiation I was 
initiated into womanhood and that is where I've stayed ever since. 
Sometimes I wonder what my life would have been like if I had not 
gone through that high school initiation and if Mother had not secretly 
wanted a daughter so that she made much more of a thing out of the 
initiation than was necessary. Yes, I wonder about it, but I have no 
regrets about it. I'm a pretty woman, well liked by both men and 
women, sought after as a companion and living a full life. I've paid my 
“dues,” I've been initiated and now I belong in the feminine world. 
You should be so lucky! 


—_—————_— 8 —=__—_—~ 
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HISTORY 


THE WAY IT WAS 


There always has to be a clash between what is expected from a 
child and what he or she often feels like doing naturally. Women’s lib 
has demonstrated that expectations of what a girl may turn out to be has 
a limiting effect on the roles she will seek for herself. They forget how 
limiting a little boy's upbringing can also be, but it's certain that left 
in a neutral corner he would not grow according to stereotype. What 
are the possibilities of letting children grow up without bias? What if 
the boy can choose pink instead of blue, panties instead of shorts, a 
dress instead of jeans or choose from an assortment of clothes as he 
likes? We'll never know because it's not just a matter of bias. Boys 
and girls are different in physical appearance, and though many 
articles of feminine clothing are more comfortable as well as more 
pretty than male attire there are some advantages in some articles of 
male clothing. It seems that in the recent past women have been free 
to pick and choose in the menswear department while men have not 
had the same freedom in the women’s department. Most men will 
readily admit that women didn't just leave men’s clothes as they 
found them, but adapted them and enhanced their comfort and made 
them prettier. The range of color in slacks, designs in shirts and 
variety of underpants testifies to all this. Men are no longer 
condemned to wear dull and rough material. They have come along 
way, Buck. And I hope the revolution keeps going on. Still not many 
men appear in Caftans which is probably the single most happy 
development of unisex. 

Be all that as it may, when I was born in 1929, there was a grain of 
rationality in children’s upbringing that is lacking now. In those days, 
in Europe at least, it didn't seem necessary to separate the girls from 
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the boys until they went to school at about five. As a boy of two or 
three I wore nice long hair and a dress. I remember people thinking I 
was a little girl and being annoyed at this and wanting to get my hair 
cut, but still the feeling must have been sufficiently confused for me 
to like my long hair and dress in spite of it all. Maybe in stomping my 
feet and saying, “I'm not a little girl” I was saying that it was o.k. for 
me to wear a dress and wear my hair long and still be a boy. There 
must have been some ambivalence on my Mother's part too, be- 
cause though my attire and grooming changed soon after, she liked 
to remind me that I did have pretty curls. My older brother was the 
he-man. My older sister, though a year older than he was, never 
seemed to want a say in how he dressed but she was all for me 
wearing ankle-socks and sandals in the Summertime and for softening 
my appearance in other ways as well. Maybe at the time she was ripe 
for a little sister instead of a brother. How would I ever get to pose 
the question now? It seems that from the time I was seven and had 
been promoted to the all-boys school, the feminine side of me was 
totally repressed. In that period the word “knickers” became a kind of 
“bold” word to say and in school women were nothing but sex-objects 
to boys, but never mentioned by the Master, except when in good 
humor, he sang about his sweetheart. 


All the sex education we got was from each other in the form of 
dirty jokes or accounts of couples seen lying in gardens and woods. 
We learned some from the animals in the farmyard and in our 
catechism we leamed that adultery was bad, but we never exactly 
knew what adultery was. Bad thoughts were bad, so were immodest 
actions, looks or words and all amusements dangerous to chastity. 
Every sin of sex was a mortal sin, so who was going to admit anything 
like that to parent or teacher? 

Of course there were times when we did get to see girls in a realis- 
tic light. It felt good to tumble in the hay and to feel under their 
skirts. Boys graduated to “manhood” at about fourteen by beginning 
to wear long trousers and girls got to be big girls by getting to wear 
long stocking at about the age of twelve or thirteen. I loved to watch 
these girls adjust their stockings which provided me with something to 
look at and didn’t seem to embarass them too much. Girls who came 
from families of nine or ten children were not as squeamish as my 
sisters who came from a smaller family and probably had more 
privacy than average. Grace was supposed to be a little saint anyway 
and she acted the part pretty well. She was always good and ladylike 
and it seemed to me that when my mother commented on my 


45 


JRANSVESTIA 


behavior she compared it more to my sister than to my brother whom 
she seemed resigned to as the rough one. 


I didn't think of all that then and looking back at my development I 
may be reading stuff into my upbringing that wasn’t there. In grade 
school I was rather delicate and so was Grace. Tom was as strong as a 
horse. I always have had slender fingers. Mother said they were 
patrician, inherited from my Grandfather and that Tom's were 
working hands inherited from his Grandmother, my Mother's Mother- 
in-law. 


Our grandparents died when we were small, about 1935. My 
memories of them are vague. But I know there was something in what 
my mother said. It was an “anatomy is destiny” kind of situation, 
except that in my case the anatomy did not refer to sex, but to 
delicate bone structure. Early on I was tagged a gentle boy despite a 
fight in school in which I did creditably against a tough boy my own 
age. When we meet now our memory of the fight is about the only 
thing we have in common. When we get that off then we run out of 
conversation. Luckily we only meet about once in every seven years. 


After our grandparents died the wing of the house in which they 
lived was unused. For years I stayed away from it for fear of ghosts, 
but about the age of thirteen I began to explore. I discovered a cache 
of old stockings, slips and knickers or bloomers belonging to my 
mother. I began to experiment with them. For reasons I will never 
understand I became fascinated by corsets. The word was one 
always destined to get a laugh, but there was something about the 
garment that fascinated me. Those original worn-out corsets of my 
mother’s were not in the best condition. Never mind, I liked to lace 
myself in, to put on knickers over them, and then put on a pair of 
stockings and clip the tops to the suspenders as we called them. Over 
here they are known as garters, but to us garters are elastic bands 
which serve the same purpose, but not so spectacularly. Then I would 
get an old pair of shoes and skirt. At this stage my mother was 
sacrificing everything to us children, and so her discarded underwear 
was very unspectacular, but it served its purpose. I selected the best I 
could find and brought it out to the hay loft where I thought I could 
hide it better. It was quite a while before I began to get sexual satis- 
faction from wearing these garments. Somehow wearing feminine 
apparel got mixed up with sexual feelings, and because of that I 
began to experience guilt feelings about what at first had been a fun 
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if secret thing to do. Some time during teenage I managed to suppress 
my love for female clothes, but not before my mother got a beautiful 
corselette from a friend. This, unlike the other garments was new and 
had a scent of powder. I never got beyond getting the garment on 
and getting the feel of it and then having to take it off. I wish I had it 
now. Somewhere along the line I found a slip of my sister's that I liked 
and tried it on several times too. Then my conscience got the better of 
me and for the years before going to the senior seminary and the 
seven years studying I managed to regard my urge to wear feminine 
clothes as part of my youthful temptations. It was around 1958 as a 
missionary in Africa that the thing flared up again. I had discovered 
that nylon panties appealed as less likely to irritate my tender 
scrotum after having Dhobies itch. 


I discovered that in the markets there were plently of brightly 
colored panties that came from some Asian country such as Hong 
Kong and that you could duck in quietly and go through them and 
pick out something and that the traders, men or women would not bat 
an eyelid to see a big Europena male selecting a pair of panties. 
Vanity or inability to figure my size made me buy many that were too 
small, but I discovered my size and had a lot of fun buying them. One 
deal I pulled off was to order a corselette from a British company. I 
remember being afraid to pick it up at the post office, that one of my 
buddies would sneak up behind me. The black official asked me if the 
garment was a corset and seemed to be pleased he could identify it 
and handed it over with great good will. 


I had my own parish by this time and was beginning to acquire a 
collection of my own feminine clothes. On returning to Ireland I just 
brought my panties with me and even had the gall to tell my mother 
and sister that they were necessary on account of the condition of my 
skin. 


All this has become confused in my mind because I’m sure there 
was a big transition from the time I rationalized it was all right to 
wear panties as a priest to the time when I was prepared to write to a 
mail-order house and order a corselette. I think several years may 
have elapsed in between, notably my going to the United States to 
study Sociology and discovering Sexology and an article entitled, 
“Men In Female Clothing” or something like that and then 
discovering Virginia and her great work in making us feel alk right 
about our love of the feminine. 
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What had me, a Catholic priest, reading Sexology in the first 
place? I had long looked for a viable philosophy on sex within my 
own church and found it wanting. From the moment an old 
Redemptorist priest had told me in Confession at the age of thirteen 
or fourteen that I was guilty of mortal sin because of something I had 
confessed to him I knew something was wrong with my Church's 
teaching on sex. This was re-inforced in the seminary when I 
discovered it was easier for a man to be impotent in the Church's 
eyes than in the eyes of a woman. A man had to be able to deposit 
his semen in the woman’s vagina. All the woman had to be able to 
do was receive it. She could be sterile. He could not be impotent. 
Again the teaching on masturbation did not add up. Nocturnal 
pollution was all right if you did not deliberately bring it on by 
thinking of sex the night before, but masturbation was wrong because 
it was unnatural. That put the Catholic Church into the bind she’s 
still in today of making the stupid kind of statement that says every 
act of intercourse must be open to procreation. Of course, there are 
many sophisticated Catholic moral theologians that I respect that 
could put the Church’s point of view in a way that would seem more 
rational. I have been pinning my hopes on them to some extent, but in 
Pope Paul's papacy there have been two major setbacks for 
rationality, Humane Vitae and more recently a document on Sexual 
Ethics. The latter is more humane than anything I’m aware of from the 
Vatican up to now. It take a more sociological view and is not 
condemnatory of sex-orientation. It agrees it is not a sin to be a 
Homosexual, but implies it would be sin to practice it. Transvestism 
can take some hope. I would judge from the document that the 
Church would have nothing against heterosexual transvestism which 
is the kind most of us practice and that is encouraged by Virginia. 
All I can see the Church saying that we might not like, is to be 
careful of it because it is not accepted by society and might be 
difficult for your wife to accept. She would say don't go ahead with 
your marriage unless your fiance knows you are a transvestite and 
agrees to it and established guidelines for implementation, to be 
extended as society becomes more tolerant. The Church seems to be 
close to the idea that anything is all right in marriage which 
promotes the marriage. Transvesticism by a heterosexual man or 
woman that is totally accepted by the spouse is a transvestite’s 
dream. Again the Church would be right in there with Virginia. She 
would encourage Transsexuality. Me, I think I'm going to be with the 
Church all the way then it becomes a little more enlightened and 
draws the line just at abortion. I think even that when the Church 
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feels (if ever) it can trust doctors it will allow abortion when it is a 
question of saving the mother or child whoever has the best chance to 
live or the mother when chances are equal. But abortion mills the 
church can never sanction. Of course it must become more 
enlightened on contraception, though there again a better way may 
yet be found. 


After Sexology I got to know Transvestia and my guilt about trans- 
vestism slowly evaporated, but there remains fear of discovery. At 
least a half dozen of my women friends and one of my priest friends 
and a couple of my confessors know. Most of my women friends are 
tolerant but not encouraging. One helped me to dress for Mardi Gras, 
and we had a great day. Later she told my priest friend I was a pansy. 
I never let on to him I knew he knew. For all I know he thinks it was a 
one-time thing. Another year two spinster lady friends, sisters, let me 
dress in their house for Mardi Gras, but didn’t come with me. They did 
take my photo afterwards and even though I continued to visit them 
they never raised the subject again. As they were good traditional 
Catholics I’m afraid I may have scandalized them, but they were 
charity itself to me. 


I'm always looking for acceptance from women and my next Mardi 
Gras was my best from a dressing point of view and I would like to 
tell the story as an entity in itself. I then met someone who really 
helped and that also is another story. If I can get to New Orleans next 
year she has promised to help again. 


I have been running ahead, back to the early sixties. I bought 
clothes and hid them and even gave some away to the Salvation 
Army. I discovered Lane Bryant and the name has been magic to me 
ever since. My degree finished, I went back to Ireland. I met Alga and 
her understanding wife and had some good times with them. Then I 
left some of my treasures with Alga, and back to Africa. It was then 
probably I ordered the Corselette. I found African houseboys very 
tolerant. I'd dress for them and they would wash my underwear and 
tell me it was very pretty and I gave some articles to Dennis which 
he cherished. One time on a long trek through the forest I wore a 
girdle and stockings, telling my carriers the stockings were to save 
my legs from the insects. Of course they only lasted a few miles, but I 
wore them until I came close to the village. I had a lot of fun with my 
transvestism in Africa and it was sad to leave all that tolerance, but I 
suspect there is more tolerance for it then we think. My mother was 
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able to accept my panties and once a built-up slip. At mission head- 
quarters I sent out some in my laundry labeled shorts and they came 
back with the little notation, “nylon, lace edge.” I cherished that little 
pencilled statement for years. In England when I bought some thing 
from a lady she was pleased and asked me if I were French. I nodded. 
I will leave for a separate article some special encounters I had with 
sales people when I told them the article was for me. I have never 
sought much encouragement from men, unless I knew them to be 
Transvestites. 


Looking for advice or spiritual direction from the professionals gave 
me some pleasure and some ideas about these gentlemen. One priest 
recommended by Virginia wanted me to lie on the couch and talk. 
Actually he was so accepting of my transvestism that I didn't think he 
was for real. I wanted him to scold me, but instead he was kind. He 
was an older priest and that made it all the more unreal. I think it 
was the couch bit that got me, but for that I'd have trusted him com- 
pletely. I wasn’t ready to accept myself for what I was yet, but even 
he admitted there was going to be trouble living in rectories and 
doing my thing. Housekeepers are nosy and you can't keep them out 
of your room even if you volunteer to make your own bed, especially 
if you do. I've let housekeepers wash my less lacy panties and heard 
nothing from them. Again proof that they are ready for more than we 
think. Women have cut my hair, encouraged me to let it grow longer. 
The only thing most of them won't do is give me a women’s cologne 
rather than men’s. I can't stand so-called men’s scents, but I do 
appreciate it when a woman jokingly sprays me with a nice perfume. 

A second priest who guided me misguided me to a dour psychia- 
trist. I can't remember how much I told him, but his reaction was 
enough to ensure I would never come back, In Dublin I met a benign 
old priest and gave him a copy of Transvestia as a keepsake. He had 
the grace to tell me he didn’t know what to say and recommended me 
to a noted English psychiatrist who was annoyed I didn’t want to be 
cured. He offered to give me aversion therapy and I said, “no thanks” 
and we left it at that. I think most of these men were upset by the fact 
that the patient was a priest. They couldn't forget that. This last 
gentleman I met again about a year later at a lecture he gave on 
religion and guilt. He didn’t recognize me and I asked intelligent 
questions and made good observations, so much so that he praised 
me publicly and wished there were more priests like me. That was a 
beautiful thing to happen and there and then I forgave him for 
wanting to electrocute me. 
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After doing a retreat in Africa I decided to talk over my problem 
with the priest who gave the retreat. he was a bit non-plussed, but I 
told him about F.P.E. and he wanted to know if they “pandered” to my 
desires. He allowed as there was no sin, but again couldn't see how I 
could practice it safely. My close friend listened to me with eyes open 
and said we were all crazy one way or another. If that was my way it 
didn’t bother him. I introduced him to Alga and he visited the 
Beaumont society in London, but while he was sympathetic he 
wasn't interested. He’d have let me dress in his company, but his not 
being really interested dampened my enthusiasm about dressing for 
him. In fact that seems a prerequisite for me to enjoy my TVism, that 
the person I'm with is enthused about it. If not I'm better alone. This 
applies to men and women. 


Since then I have never looked for advice, I believe I'm likely to get 
better advice from Transvestia or Sexology than from psychologist or 
psychiatrist or any general adviser. The major problem is that 
Transvestism (I love that word) is not generally acceptable and that 
I'm in a profession that is expected to advocate the so-called normal. 
If I'm to advise people I should not be a Kook myself; so seems to go 
the argument. It has never been a hinderance to me, and I'm sure has 
often kept me in sane mood. Priests can show feminine virtues more 
easily than some other professions, so as long as I show up for duty 
dressed outwardly in male attire and don't inject my TVism into my 
priesthood I'm doing all right. However if someone were to give me a 
silk alb with a slightly feminine cut I'd wear it of course and if anyone 
mentioned it I'd say it was a present. Priestly garb is certainly less 
masculine than average and as for Bishops—they have lots of nice 
dresses. 


In those early days, after I found out I was a transvestite, I had 
great times with my hidden secret. I wore what I could, panties, 
stocking, a slip, a girdle under my normal clothes. In those early days 
I tended to buy girdles that were too small, and would at times have 
to remove them. One of the best things about being a woman surely 
must be that she can dress in totally different clothes at least three 
times a day and still be regarded as normal. It has to be obvious that 
I love clothes; I love dressing; I must be something of a narcissist, 
right? But I also love nudity and was for a time a member of a nudist 
group. There I met men and women of all shapes and sizes, played 
with teenage girls in the pool and wasn’t called a dirty old man. No 
drink was allowed and no sex. Husbands came with wives and 
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children. Nudism posed a problem for a TV. Dare he shave under 
arms and chest and legs? Since I also like to swim and sunbathe I 
didn't shave anything but my face in summer. At other times it 
depended of my guarantee of privacy. Once after Mardi Gras I had a 
fellow-priest visit for a week. We shared the same bathroom which 
had to be entered through my bedroom, and I removed my pants in 
his presence, but he never got to see that I had shaved my legs. In 
Africa we wore shorts all the time. When I suddenly began sporting 
long pants it made people remark that I was changing my image. 
Little did they know how. I don’t know when I became totally happy 
with my TVism, but one thing stood in the way. Devotees seemed to 
put all their eggs in that basket. I felt myself to be a more complex 
person, sometimes I wanted to be a macho male. At other times I 
wanted to be in between. Always I've wanted to be artistic, a poet, a 
writer. I've never invested enough of myself in art to be a painter, but 
I think if I got to learn the basics I could be a designer, of clothes, or 
of furniture. 


Perhaps TV is not so limiting. It is consonant with creativity in 
cooking, in housekeeping, in design for living. By the way Charles 
Nelson Reilly on the Johnny Carson show last night admitted to 
owning a caftan. 


Another difficulty I have, is that up to now I have never succeeded 
in dressing in such a way as to look really convincing. At most on my 
Mardi Gras outings I've set people guessing. That’s nice, but not 
enough. It would take more money and expert help and dedication 
than I have, to achieve that. My beard is very strong. Shaving would 
have to be very close and very frequent and make-up would have to 
be very thorough. 


I was saying that no matter what I did I never succeeded in looking 
enough like a woman to really fool anybody. I think there is more to it 
than just the dressing. My desire to be feminine is just not forceful 
enough to sustain the drive to carry it off. Then again I’ve never had 
the opportunity to be totally femme for a reasonable length of time. 
There are some things I can do about it. One I have been doing is 
going to a beauty shop instead of a barber's shop. This gets me into a 
feminine atmosphere. Sitting next to a woman I am one of the girls. It 
means being relaxed, because if the operators are busy they are 
going to go around to other customers and leave you at times. Sitting 
around in the beauty shop I haven't had occasion to read much, but if 
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I'm not pushy I can get gently into the conversation. One problem is 
that most of the customers are on the old side. Still that is a good 
thing for a man to learn; that is to relate to women that are no longer 
handsome. Perhaps the beautician would have a harder time to make 
one of them pretty than to prettify me. A nice thought anyway. As 
men get older they seem less virile. It is the opposite with women. 
They seem to get more masculine. A great rationalization for an 
aging TV. 


Since I lost thirty pounds I don't have to pretend to myself I was 
looking for a more rounded feminine figure. In fact the fat male 
develops in all the wrong places. With a slimmer waist my chest is 
more noticeable. Slim men have more curves. Shoes will always be a 
problem. My feet are just too long. I think I need at least an eleven, 
but my dress size has gone down considerably. In Church I always 
say, “Rome wasn't built in a day.” I guess you could say the same 
about Cleopatra and more about Danny La Rue. Many of us want to 
take short cuts. That's foolish. Getting there is half the fun. But 
seriously becoming femme is not a matter of clothing alone. Attitude 
has a lot to do with it, and that’s true too in modern catechesis. Many 
in the Catholic Church complain that they don’t teach the ten 
Commandments any more. It's unimportant if the attitude is right. 


Beyond identifying with women in the way they dress, I believe I 
admired a certain quality in women not to be found in men. It’s a lack 
of stiffness, a naturalness, a grace that comes through even when 
women wear blue jeans, provided of course the women are not slobs 
to begin with. Some men in recent times seem to have something like 
it, but these men are in show business usually; they are often singers 
and there is a little hint of exaggeration that takes from the general 
naturalness. We men who need to preserve a masculine self while 
wanting at times to be feminine can never quite satisfy ourselves that 
we make the grade as women, but then many women feel far from 
adequate as women. 


Fantasy has to play a large part in our lives. We dress as well as we 
can and let our minds to the rest. Yet we live in a cruel world and we 
don't like to be laughed at and that is why we need the kind of 
tolerance that we cannot expect from the general population but 
would like from those we love. This is not to say that some TV's don’t 
make the grade as women. Virginia has. She has given her whole life 
to it. Her insistence that we don’t allow ourselves to get tagged as 
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homosexuals had done a great deal for us. It means for one thing that 
we can prove if we are allowed that we can be truly husbands in a 
martiage, yet have a femme life too. We are a long way from being 
accepted on our terms by the general population, but the biggest 
hurdle was accepting ourselves and most of us who have been in 
contact with Transvestia for any length of time do accept our femme 
selves very well. Our hangups and our frustrations are not fundamen- 
tal ones. It is more in the order of opportunity to dress and be 
accepted, and the cost of clothes, and the difficulty of easily adopting 
the masculine role after a session in the feminine one. 

The quotation from the Gospel where Jesus asserts “those who are 
clothed in soft garments dwell in the houses of kings” always gave me 
a lot of trouble. I wanted to identify with John the Baptist, but I love 
soft garments and I guess now I have finally given in to it. Perhaps I 
am a sensualist and loving lotions and salves and loving my body is 
part of the reason I am a transvestite. This is in line with how I feel 
about massage and touch of all kinds. From the caress of hands to the 
caress of clothes is a short one. Many panty hose manufacturers give 
as a reason for buying their hose that it gives a massage as you walk. 
This I can identify with. To me it makes sense. It’s also why walking 
out clothed outwardly as a man but feminine next to the skin isn’t too 
satisfying. Then I am overclothed and miss the kiss of the wind. To me 
the panty girdle is a little too confining as panty hose also have a 
tendency to be. When I was overweight I tended to use girdle’s and 
bra’s that were too tight. Still I like a tight corset, if I can get one that 
is a good fit all round. The firm control seems less irritating than the 
too-clinging-ness of the girdle. So I can wear a girdle as a garment, 
and a corset as a controller. Being unable to get good advice from 
saleswomen is probably a big part of it. Then again a corset need not 
be an all-day garment. I think that's part of the trick. 


Nowadays sheets can be of soft material for any sex. Even in rec- 
tories women do the shopping and if left to themselves will sneak in 
nice colors and soft sheets and pillow-cases. A nice gown completes 
the feeling. Nowadays we all live in the houses of kings or queens. It's 
no problem to get used to using unisex or even feminine deodorants, 
and to be able to get away with it without being called a sissy. 
Secretly of course I like to be called a sissy or a panty-waist provided 
these terms are used affectionately. We are definitely living in a less 
masculine world and I'm not in the least upset. There are times when 
I kick back and want to be strong, but they grow less. To be loved one 
must be vulnerable and I am ready. 
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Still on the lines of guilt feelings about pampering the body I can 
think of all the times I have accused women of overdoing it, 
especially in view of all the poor people in the world who can hardly 
afford to buy bread. I must admit that still at times I feel badly at 
spending a lot on myself, but I believe that in the modern world there 
is no reason we should not pamper our bodies without feeling guilty. 
We need to look our best, getting enough sleep and exercise, keeping 
away from too much liquor and in the process managing to stay so 
healthy that we won't need hospitalization or medication. In that case 
our cosmetics will be our medicine. It may really be a question of all 
of us living the life that suits us, free from guilt feelings or criticism. 


What else can I say about the history of my feelings about 
accepting my weakness for the nice things of life, nice feelings, 
comfort, love for those who show me tenderness. It’s just as well the 
barbarians didn't prevail after all. They had us men on the ropes, 
afraid to be nice looking, afraid to be comfortable, feeling it a 
weakness to need to be helped. Something made us feel it all right to 
pamper some women. A hundred years ago perhaps it was only one 
percent of the population that could indulge their bodies. Most rich 
women and a few daring rich men. Now its possible for most women 
and for a lot of men. It’s a question of whether we really want it. If we 
do we can have it. I am not out of the woods yet. My profession is not 
highly paid enough and I am not free enough of other people’s expec- 
tations, but the strength of the woman is her ability to acknowledge 
her weakness. Since God has always been presented as a male figure 
it's usually men, not women who go into futile competition with God. 
Women are stronger because they are more realistic and can more 
easily look for help. 
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' TV's ON CB's 


log _ Sharon Anne Stuart, 


FCBC-4-H 
Editor's Note: The following is the script from a skit presented at 
DREAM '76. While it was specifically applicable to that event, it is so 
clever and so much in line with all the CB records and chatter these 
days that I thought you would all enjoy it. “Snake” and “Grabber” are 
the handles (names) of two truck drivers on their way to Dream. 
“Trans” refers to the translation of their conversation into everyday 
English. 
The Translations 


Snake: C’mon Breaker one niner, this here's the Snake; you got a 
copy on me Grabber? C’mon, c’mon. 


Trans: That means a trucker who calls himself “The Snake” is calling 
another trucker named “The Grabber’ on Citizen Band Radio, 
Channel 19. He wants to know if the Grabber can hear him and 
understand his transmission. In a moment the Grabber will answer. 


Grab: Mercy Snake, for sure, for sure; you're wall to wall and tree-top 
tall. 


Trans: That means the Grabber is receiving the Snake’s transmission 
loud and clear. 


Snake: C'mon Grabber, what's the 20 on your 18’er? 


Trans: What is the location of your truck, Grabber? 


Grab: Mercy Snake, we're passing the Bean Store in McMinnville. 
What's your 20? 
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LEE’S MARDI GRAS ENTERPRISES, INC. 
(Formerly Queens Publications) 
565 Tenth Avenue (one flight up) 
New York, N.Y. 10036 
(212) 947-7773 (12 noon til 6 p.m. only please!) 


HOURS: 12 pm til 6 pm (Monday thru Friday) 
Late Night 12 noon til 8 pm (Thursaay) 


Come by and say hello we have clothes, 
lingerie, wigs and one of the largest 
collection of books and magazines on the 
subject of transvestism in the world. To our 
knowledge we have every book and 
magazine currently available on the subject 
from ALL publishers including: MUTRIX, EROS 
GOLDSTRIPE, CHEVALIER, EMPATHY, 
NEPTUNE and of course, QUEENS 
PUBLICATIONS. 


Come by and save! 


NOW OPEN OW SAT. !! 
52 PAGE CATALOGUE $1 
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Trans: The Grabber’s truck is near the restaurant in McMinnville, 
Oregon and he wants to know where the Snake is located. 


Snake: Mercy Grabber, I'll be holding on to your mud flaps in a 
minute unless you drop your hammer. 


Trans: The Snake is close by and will catch up to the Grabber unless 
the Grabber speeds up. 


Grab: C’mon Snake, c'mon, I'll take the front door and let's bust out 
for Charm Town. 


Trans: The Grabber says he will stay ahead with the Snake close 
behind and they should head straight for Dream ‘76. Could it be that 
these two rough truck drivers are TV's? 


Snake: That's a 10-4 Grabber, when do they snip that Commie rope? 


Trans: You said a mouthful Grabber and what time will they be 
cutting the Pink Ribbon to officially open Dream “76? 


Grab: Mercy Snake, not till 1400. That gives us two clocks to get to 
Charm Town. 


Trans: Not until two p.m. which leaves two hours to drive to Cavalier 
and Dream ‘76. 


Snake: Mercy sakes Grabber, with two clocks we can tiptoe past all 
them bears. 


Trans: With two hours to get there we can take our time and avoid 
trouble with the Highway Patrol. 


Grab: That's a big 10-4 Snake. I'm not looking to feed them bears or 
meet up with any chicken inspectors. 


Trans: You really said a mouthful Snake. The Grabber doesn’t want 
to have to pay any traffic fines or stop at a weighing check station. 
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Trans; The Snake wants to know why the Grabber is so anxious about 
the police and the weighing station. Is it because he doesn’t have any 
money to pay a fine or duty for excess weight. 


Grab: Negatory Snake, negatory, I got mucho green stamps. I can’t 
stop for bears or inspectors cause I’m in my Sunday best. Do you 
copy? 


Trans: Now this really is interesting. That means the Grabber has lots 
of money but doesn’t want to stop for the police or a weighing check 
station because he is dressed up as a woman. 


Snake: Mercy sakes alive Grabber, did the Pink Lady give you the 
front door on that trip? 


Trans: The Snake wants to know if the Grabber got permission from 
Marilyn to travel to Dream ‘76 dressed? 


Grab: For sure, for sure, Snake, the Pink Lady said all three and 
eights as long as I wasn't any Harvey Wallbanger on the super slab. 


Trans: The Grabber says the Marilyn gaver her permission to drive to 
Dream dressed as long as she was not a reckless driver and behaved 
herself on the Interstate Highways. 


Snake: Mercy me Grabber, you better keep the shiny side up and the 
dirty side down and I'll hold on to your mud flaps all the way to 
Charm City. You shake the trees and I'll rake the leaves good Buddy. 


Trans: The Snake says for the Grabber to drive carefully and not to 
have an accident. The Snake is going to follow along right behind the 
Grabber all the way to Cavalier and will be available if anything 
happens. 


Grab: For sure, for sure, Snake, but why ain't you in your Sunday 


best? 


Trans: The Grabber wants to know why the Snake isn't travelling as a 
woman. 


Snake: Mercy Grabber, I ain't had time to mow the hay since I left 
the nap trap down in Salt Town. But I do got my thighbenders and 
holsters on. 
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Trans: The Snake says he hasn't had time to shave since he left the 
motel in Salt Lake City and consequently hasn't dressed completely. 
But he is wearing a girdle and bra underneath his male clothing. 
Grab: Mercy sakes, Snake, I hope it’s an 18 clocks model. 

Trans: he hopes the Snake is wearing an 18 hour girlde by Playtex. 


Snake: Negatory on that 18 clocks, Grabber. It’s the one you 
wouldn't believe and it's hauling long and lovelies. 


Trans: No, it isn’t an 18 hour girlde, it’s the “I can't believe it's a 
girdle, girdle and he is also wearing nylons. 


Snake: Mercy me Grabber, here comes a Roger Ramjet in a 
Kamikaze Skate over in the fifty dollar lane. 


Trans: The Snake has spotted a Honda Civic going well over the 
speed limit in the passing lane. 


Grab: Mercy Snake, should we squeeze old Roger in the Rocking 
Chair? 


Trans: Negatory on the Rocking Chair Grabber; that wasn't Roger 
Ramjet in that Kamikaze Skate. That was the Pink Lady. Better give 
her the front door. 


Trans: The Snake recognizes Marilyn in the speeding Honda. 


Grab: Mercy sakes, there they go. I hope the bears don’t get ‘em. But 
who was that seatcover with the Pink Lady? 


Trans: The Grabber watches the Honda go speeding past and sees 
there is a passenger with Marilyn. 


Snake: That seatcover was the Charm Czarina, Grabber. You better 
get your knobbies together and check your talcum gauge. 


Trans: That passenger's name is Glorea LaVonne and the Grabber 
better get her knees together and check her make-up. 
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Grab: Mercy me, Snake, look up there on the twister. It's a Tijuana 
Taxi with advertisements. 


Trans: There is a police car with its flasher parked up on a cloverleaf 
bridge just ahead. 


Snake: For sure, for sure, Grabber, do you think that bear's got a 
hearing aid? 


Trans: The Snake wonders if the policeman has a Citizen Band Radio 
unit. 


Grab: That's a big affirmative Snake. Up here in cheese country all 
the Smokes got hearing aids. 


Trans: The Grabber says that all Highway Patrol cars in Oregon have 
Citizen Band units. 


Snake: C’mon Grabber, do you think they read us and copy? 


Trans: The Snake wonders if the Oregon Highway Patrol has been 
listening to their transmissions and can understand what they are 
saying. 


Grab: Yay, yay, Snake, Smokey reads us for sure, for sure, but doesn't 
copy. How would Smokey know anything about the Pink Lady and 
Charm Town. It's all stricly 10-35 as long as Uncle Charles doesn’t 
bug us. You copy? 


Trans: The Grabber says that the Oregon Highway Patrol are always 
listening but they couldn't possibly understand anything about 


Marilyn or Dream “76 since that is all confidential as long as the 
Federal Communications Commission pays no attention. 


Snake: Ya, yay, Grabber, I copy, but let's tiptoe past that Bear 
anyhow. 


Trans: The Snake is relieved to hear that but wants to go slow past 
the police anyway just in case. 


Grab: For sure, for sure, Snake. 


61 


JRansvestia 


H.P.: Breaker one niner, this is the Mama Bear in the Tijuana Taxi on 
the twister. I've been listening to you Ratchet Jaws for the past 
minutes. You are clean to Charm Town girls. That is Dream ‘76 and 
have a good week girls. We met your Pink Lady, Marilyn, yesterday 
and I graduated two years ago from Miss LaVonne’s school so we 
know all about you. Keep your knobbies together and your talcum 
fresh girls. Everyone down at the Bear Pit wishes you all the good 
numbers. By the way Grabber, I love that dress you're wearing. Three 
and eights sweethearts and I'm clear. 

Snake: Mercy sakes, Grabber, did you copy that? That Mama Bear 
had her ears on all the time and she knows our Home 20. 


Trans: She was listening all the time and knows their secrets. 
Snake: C'mon, c’mon, Grabber where are you? 


PAUSE 
Trans: Where is the Grabber? 


Grab: Mercy, yay, yay, Snake, I'm in the grass. That Mama Bear 
scared me off the slab and down the chute. 

Trans: He's in the grass on the median. 

Snake: Mercy, me too, Grabber, C’mon, let's head for Dream ‘76 and 
I'll take the front door. You copy? 
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Sharon Anne FCBC-4-H 
Author of “TV's on CB's” 


B zB TRUE STORY 


A DAY FROM MY DIARY 
June 29, 1976 


Betty Ann, IL-17-A, — ee SS 


Today was one of my best and most delightful days. The tempera- 
ture was 72 degrees F, partly cloudy and a slight breeze blowing. (I 
hate wind, it messes my hair). 


Not only was the weather perfect, but my trip out as Betty Ann was 
one of my more pleasant and exciting ones. 


The day started with me having to take my car to the dealer for 
service and at the same time to take two trailer tires to another place 
for spin balancing. Both places are located about twenty five miles 
from my home. Since this would take all day and entail waiting at the 
service garages, my wife would not go along. (My wife is class C-D 
and the less she sees or knows about Betty Ann the better.) 


My plans were to change clothes at a rest stop and let Betty Ann 
out of the box after all the servicing on my car was completed. I had 
Betty Ann’s fem things on under my shirt, trousers, socks, shoes and 
jacket. I thought that I might get one or two hours at the end of the 
day dressed as Betty Ann. 

About 10 miles from home on my right was a rest stop. In a flash, 
something told me to turn in and change clothes and do all my 
business that day as Betty Ann. I never gave it a second thought and 
followed through with the change. (This rest stop is on a lightly 
traveled road and has practically no patronage.) 


Since it was a cool day I wore a tan sleeveless double knit dress 
with red, white and black trim on collar and blet along with a 
matching long sleeve jacket. I wore an auburn wig with shaped neck- 
line and waves with just a whisper of bangs in front. 
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TRI SIGMA SORORITY 


This is the reorganized form of Phi Pi Epsilon (FPE), the original 
organization for heterosexual cross dressers. The name “TRI SIGMA” 
derives from the first three initials of the real name of the organiza- 
tion—The Society for the Second Self. Membership is extended to 
anyone who applies after having read the book Understanding Cross 
Dressing. There is a certificate in the back which may be sent in as 
proof of its having been read. The reason for this requirement is that 
from the book the prospect will know exactly the kind of people the 
organization is for and whether he would fit in. 


Tri Sigma has members all over the nation and chapters in a 
number of cities. It publishes a Membership Directory in which you 
can find others like yourself and can write them. It also publishes a 
bi-monthly newsletter, The Femme Mirror. 


Within the last few months Tri Sigma has spent over $700 for ad- 
vertisements in various media attempting to find sisters still in the 
closet. But the sorority treasury cannot possibly cover all media. Thus 
we solicit cooperation on the part of any who, having been helped 
themselves, would like to help others. The following ad could be 
placed in your local newspaper at very little cost: 


For Heterosexual Transvestites, Understanding Cross 
Dressing by Dr. Virginia Prince, provides help and 
counselling. Send $6.60 to Box 36091, Los Angeles, 
CA 90036. 


The ad was specifically worded this way to escape possible censor- 
ship. Heterosexual cancels out possible gay associations, “Under- 
standing,” “help,” and “counselling” set up good vibes and using my 
name with “Dr.” in front of it makes it more professional. Mentioning 
the book and the price gets them on the bandwagon with the first 
letter rather than a letter of inquiry, reply with information and another 
letter with the order. 
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My accessories were gold bracelets, watch, one inch diameter loop 
earrings and several finger rings. I had tan open toed pumps with 
three and one half inch stacked heels and a tan purse to match. It all 
looked very nich on me. I have received many compliments on this 
combination. 


After fixing my nails with berry pink color I, Betty Ann, drove to the 
city and arrived at the car dealer 11:15 a.m. I drove in the garage 
and was greet most courteously. After explaining what should be 
done to the car, they gave me a time of 1:30 p.m. for completion. 
They then showed me their waiting room with television. I did not 
spend much time there. Next door was a discount department store 
where I first spend some time looking at dresses, shoes, etc. Then at 
noon I west across the street to White Castle Hamburger for lunch. 
After lunch I went back across the street to a discount shoe store 
where I tried on several pairs of shoes. At 1:30 I went back to the 
garage but the car was not yet ready. After spending time in the 
waiting room watching television and talking to other people, who 
were alse waiting for their cars, I had to pay a visit to the ladies room 
before claiming my car. My name was soon called on the speaker and 
I went to claim my car and pay the bill at the cashier's window. 


I twas eight miles to the place for balancing the trailer tires. This 
was located in a large shopping center with about one hundred shops 
and stores under one roof. 


Upon arrival, I again was treated much better than when dressed 
as a man. As I drove in, the floor manager came to the car and asked 
what he could do for me. I showed him the tires in the rear of my car 
and asked him to have them balanced. He immediately had a young 
man take the tires out of my car and gave me a claim check with a 
time of 4:30 p.m. for pick up. (If I had been dressed as a man I would 
have had to go to the desk, wait my turn and then finally take the 
tires out of the car myself. (With all this preferential treatment, 
women want equal rights!) 


The next stop was the parking lot and shopping in the many stores, 
went in a coffee shop for afternoon coffee, tried on several dresses 
and bought one. The shoe stores were having sales with rows of shoes 
on racks. I tried on many different styles. It was all like being in 
heaven. 
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At 5:30 p.m. I went to claim my tires. I drove into the service area, 
presented my claim ticket, paid the bill and they put the tires in the 
car for me. All this with no waiting and with courtesy like I never get 
when dressed as a man. 

It was now time to start for home. On the way I had to stop in 
another small town to pick up severa copies of a local weekly news- 
paper. I then drove to my favorite rest stop, clothes were changed 
and I became a man again. Arriving home at 6:30 p.m., with Betty 
Ann's things nicely tucked away in a box in the trunk of the car, my 
wife had dinner ready and waiting. 

This was the most wondertul day. I feel and act like a lady when I 
am dressed in beautiful clothes that fit and look well. I enjoy being 
greeted and treated as a lady, it is a wonderful feeling. There never 
seems to be any doubt by anyone I meet that I am a woman. I speak 
in a soft tone of voice. For my age it is natural for a woman to have a 
a little more coarse voice. I appear to be about 50 to 55 years old but 
I am actually 70. I weigh 155 pounds, wear size 16 or 18 dress, 5'-6” 
tall, very agile and active with a young face without wrinkles. I have 
been going out in dresses for the past 40 years. This was one of my 
best and most enjoyable days. 
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IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 
YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 
GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 


We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles. 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
ot the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications 
REGAL OPTICIANS 
2026 West 6th Street 


HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Street 
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PRIVATE ROBERT SHURTLEFF 
America’s First Woman Soldier 


From “Liberty” a Magazine of Religious Freedom 
Volume 71, No. 2, March/April 1976 


H.T. Kellner — eS 


Private Robert Shurtleff was only 21 years old when he joined the 
Continental Army in May, 1782. Wounded three times and a veteran 
of several campaigns, he must certainly have been a good soldier. 
Indeed, history tells us that Private Shurtleff did his job so well that 
he was finally transferred to Philadelphia to serve as an orderly for 
General Patterson. 


Ironically, however, the move from a combat area to one that was 
relatively secure proved to be Private Shurtleff's undoing — for it was 
in the City of Brotherly Love that a doctor discovered that Private 
Shurtleff was really a woman. 


Deborah Sampson was born in Plympton, Massachusetts, on 
December 17, 1760. About five feet eight inches tall and not 
especially attractive, she had spent the early part of her life as an 
indentured servant and general handywoman. But Deborah had set 
her sights higher. She taught herself to read, and by the time she was 
20 she was able to find work as a teacher. Using twelve dollars she 
had saved from her new profession, she bought some cloth and 
carefully sewed herself a man’s outfit. As each article was completed, 
she hid it in some hay. 


When all was ready, she wrapped a tight bandage around her 
breasts, assumed her new identity, hiked seventy-five miles to 
Worcester, Massachusetts, and became Private Robert Shurtleff, the 
newest member of Capt. George Webb's Fourth Massachusetts 
Regiment. 


None of her comrades, it seems, had the slightest intimation of the 
truth. The tightly wrapped bandage did its job well, and the lack of 
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beard and moustache was attributed to youth. So Private Shurtleff 
joined his comrades in arms without being confronted by any insur- 
mountable obstacles. These were to appear later. 


Deborah's first wound was a saber slash across the left side of her 
head. Practically self-healing, it did not require the services of a 
doctor. Her second wound, however, was caused by a musket ball, 
which pierced her thigh. Frightened at the thought of detection, 
Deborah crawled away from a field dressing station and treated the 
wound herself. The musket ball remained embedded in her thigh for 
the rest of her life. 

Finally, it was a doctor in Philadelphia who made what must have 
been for him a truly remarkable discovery. Deborah had been stricken 
by “malignant fever’ and close to death, she found herself in a hospi- 
tal. Unable to move and probably not caring, she could only lie in 
pain and misery as a Dr. Binney decided to check her heartbeat. We 
can wryly imagine the doctor's surprise when he probed under the 
tight bandage Deborah always kept wrapped around her upper torso. 
But, for reasons known only to himself, the doctor kept the secret and 
transferred Deborah to his own home to recuperate. 


Although Deborah had never been one to turn a man’s head, she 
did make an unusually attractive disabled soldier. Within days, Dr. 
Binney's young niece fell in love with the dashing hero who bore a 
scar across his face as testimony to her heroism. Private Shurtleff 
accepted many gifts from the impressionable girl, took long rides in 
the country with her, and eventually marched back to his regiment, 
there to end the affair by writing a long and revealing letter to the 
moonstruck maiden. Dr. Binney then revealed the secret of the 
bandage to General Patterson. 


General Washington himself authorized Private Shurtleff's 
discharge from the service, and Deborah returned to Massachusetts 
in November, 1783. 


She was married in 1784, and in time she became the mother of 
three children. On April 29, 1827 she died. A street in Sharon, 
Massachusetts, was named after her, and on April 10, 1944, a Liberty 
Ship bearing her name was christened. 
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THE MARDI-GRAS DRAG 


Nancy CA-116-W — Ee 


Bands playing, crowds frolicking, colorful floats passing and 
costumed paraders marching by in what seems to be a continuum of 
parade after parade. Come to the Mardi-Gras! 


During these festive days, the beautiful and historic city of New 
Orleans is magestically transformed. It is wide open and unrestricted 
to all fun loving persons who are most welcome to spend the entire 
holiday week or two in fun time drag. Let me share this wonderful 
and exciting experience with you. 


Arriving by plane the last week of February, I took a taxi directly to 
the Vieux Carre Motor Lodge on Royal Street at the edge of the 
famous “French Quarters.” I discovered several TV's from other parts 
of the country had also registered at the View Carre and the 
Bergundy next door. 


After registering and going up to my room. I showered, shaved and 
meticulously began to get dressed as “Nancy,” putting my male 
clothes away not to be touched again for the rest of the tour. Care- 
fully laying out my femme clothes, I slipped into a silky pair of lace- 
trimmed delicately pink panties with matching slip and bra. A 
thrilling chill came over me as I felt the sensuous tingle of the soft 
lingerie against my bare skin. I gently pulled a pair of silky beige 
support hose on, slipped into a smooth fitting navy blue dress, put on 
pearl earrings with matching necklace, black high-heeled open toed 
sandles, and arranged my wig to perfection. I was ready to begin my 
adventure. As the room door latch clicked behind me, a profound 
overwhelming feeling of anxiety and nervousness crept over me as I 
approached the elevator. As I passed through the lobby, I cast a 
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furtive glance over my shoulder and entered the darkened street. 
During Mardi-Gras, it is too crowded to drive a car because of the 
several million people who visit the city for the camival-like 
festivities. 


I felt the soft swish of my silken treasures against my skin as I 
moved and threaded my way slowly down the sidewalk. Finally, I 
boarded a bus for the final distance to the heart of the city. What a 
total thrill it was to be free and uninhibited as I shopped in many of 
the stores downtown. It was a fascinating experience to try on some 
dresses and purchase a pair of beige sandals in one of the stores, 
later on again mixing with the crowd. 


Since it was a hot night and I was feeling rather thirsty, I entered a 
cocktail lounge for a tall one and to people-watch. After enjoying 
several drinks and dinner, I returned to the hotel where I met some of 
the other TV’s and we decided to go to the lounge. It was most in- 
teresting to listen to their conversation and to get acquainted. It 
seemed that time simply flew by as I suddenly became aware that 
dawn was approaching. We hastily said goodnight and I went back to 
my room, slipped out of my clothes and into a sexy pink lace-trimmed 
nightie, pulled back the silken sheets and cuddled up with my mind 
whirling in anticipation of the coming afternoon and evening. 


Early in the mid-day, I met several of my newly found friends and 
we brunched in the hotel dining room, discussing plans finally 
deciding to go our separate ways during the day and get together 
later in the evening at one of the suites where a cocktail party had 
been arranged. Two of the other “girls”, Michelle and Carol and I 
made appointments at the Salon de Belle Dame in the French 
Quarters to get our hair done. It was great fun as we watched our 
wigs transformed into silken tresses while we chatted. Later as I 
watched festivities, I suddenly became aware of my aching feet and, 
being unaccustomed to high heels. I wended my way back to the 
hotel to rest them. Later, as I sat eating lunch, another TV joined me. 
“Wanda” tumed out to be in her 60's, dresses full time. She shared 
many of her numerous experiences with me. We later went for a tour 
of the docks along the banks of the famous Mississippi River. Two 
passenger paddle wheel steamboats and a U.S. Navy aircraft carrier 
were tied up at the docks. What a thrilling sight! A calliope could 
be heard in the distance playing the “show-boat” tunes as crowds 
of tourists paused to listen as they boarded the steamboats. How 
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I longed for the river boat tour which include a live band, cocktails, 
dancing and dinner! One of the boats, the S.S. President is the world’s 
largest side wheeler. 


Since it was quite a hot afternoon, I wearily sat down on a log to 
enjoy the capricious breeze that had suddenly sprung up, I felt the 
tug of air as it lifted a corner of my mini. My feet were killing me! As 1 
removed my sandals I discovered blisters on the bottom of both feet; 
also, to my dismay I noticed that my toes had burst through my hose! 
As I furtively pulled fiberfill cotton from my padded bra to patch my 
feet, a large chunk pulled loose to further my dismay. I suddenly 
discovered that I had gone from a 42-C to a 42-A. Nevertheless, I 
managed to make the necessary patches to my wounds and applied 
nail polisht o my hose to prevent further ruin. Since I didn't have any 
clear polish, it had to be red. To match my blisters. 


After making repairs, I hastily smoothed my orange mini, adjusted 
my jacket and scarf and an exulted feeling came over me as I 
thought of my femme attire - black sling shoes with matching bag, 
pearl earrings with matching necklace, shell-pink panties with 
matching bra (42-A now) and slip. I had dire thoughts of my bra since 
by now it was slightly unbalanced. Nevertheless, it was still a 
beautiful world! As I trudged wearily toward the dock, Wanda 
approached me and I smugly asked her to take my picture. I chose 
another log to pose on since it would include more of the colorful 
background. I thanked her as we glanced at our watches and 
decided to limp back to the hotel. My aching feet! As I started forth, a 
lady who had been keenly observing the picture taking, suddenly 
gasped as she told me I had black creosote from the log on the back 
of my dress and all over the back of my legs. My pink slip and panties 
that had once been edged with pick lace were now edged with black 
creosote. What a revolting development! I collected my composure as 
well as one can in such a predicament and sallied forth again. 
Despite the ruined back side of my outfit and blackened legs, I posed 
to another picture in front of the steamboat and the Mississippi, care- 
fully hiding my back side. Afterward, I rode the outdoor glass 
elevator to the Top of the Mart which incidentally, has a restaurant 
overlooking the entire New Orleans area. It was breathtaking and I 
could glimpse the millions of crowding people on the street below as 
Mardi-Gras day drew closer. The street below was the widest street in 
the United States. There was scarcely room to move. Again in my 
room, I attempted to make necessary repairs to both my clothes and 
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my aching feet. In attempting to replenish my wardrobe, I discovered 
that the stores were closed because of the parade. Horrors! Finally I 
did locate a drug store, made some necessary purchases which 
included two bracelets, one gold and one silver. As I slipped into the 
street, I saw many floats lining the streets for still yet another parade. 
I giggled to myself as I thought of a person at the checkout counter 
who had chatted with me because he confessed that he also was a 
TV. Later, he and his charming wife joined me back at the hotel 
before we parted to go our separate ways since I was due to attend 
another party. I slipped back to my room, this time changing into 
evening wear - all black with a lacy floor-length gown with billowy 
all lace sleeves, rhinestone earrings and necklace to match. I was on 
my way to the party at Lee’s suite at the Bergundy Hotel. 


Several other TV’s joined me as we discussed the future, our 
common interests and exchanged names and addresses, took some 
pictures and sipped cocktails. Later, we went out to dinner. As I 
prepared to leave, I heard a slight rending noise only to discover that 
my bra had completely unhooked. As I hastened back to the hotel, I 
carefully held my evening bag high enough to prevent my bra from 
falling completely to my waist! That would have been what you might 
call a “plunging bra.” 


Some of the most interesting places I visited during the next few 
days were Pat O'Brien's, Bourbon Street, The Superdome, The Blue 
Angel, Jackson Square, The Bayou, the many Mardi-Gras holiday 
parades, the Cornstalk Fence (one of the famous oddities of the city, it 
was built in 1850 of cast iron). It’s design represents cornstalks and 
the vines of morning glories. Then, there is the St. Louis Cathedral, 
Buenne’s Restaurant and Top of the Mart asI previously mentioned. 


I took in three night clubs which featured entertainment with 
female impressionists, the Post Office, The Caboret and the Gunga 
Din which presents “The Powderpuff Review.” 


Early the next moming, while eating breakfast in the courtyard of 
the hotel next to the pool, I felt something silky-smooth caress my 
shoulders. To my utter amazement, I found myself looking into a pair 
of smoldering eyes. Cobra eyes. One had gotten out of it's carriers at 
the next table and, evidently, decided to go on a “friendly” glide. The 
four guys each had a Cobra with matching carriers! 
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During Mardi-Gras, all special interests are represented, including 
Cobra snakes. Many of these groups had annual get togethers during 
Mardi-Gras. I visited the leather jacket motorcycle groups, Lesbian, 
Homo and of course the Snake group and sun worshippers. 


New Orleans is the place where jazz and the blues were born. 
Many of the night spots in the French Quarters are still that way. I’ve 
never seen so much lacy designed black wrought iron - it’s on almost 
every building including “balconies of second story buildings, 
windows, gates and railing.” 


One evening, several TV’s were exchanging conversation and 
gossip in the lobby of the hotel. GG’s, Esther K, and her girl friend 
from Seattle (land of the eternal rain dancers), were sitting next to 
me. Suddenly Esther leaned over and softly whispered in my ear that 
the lady on the other side of the room had re-positioned her wig and 
for a moment appeared to be a guy. I merely smiled impishly and 
remarked that everyone except the two of them were fellows. She 
expressed surprise and said she really didn't recognize any of us - 
that we really looked like attractive ladies. Hearing this really did a 
lot for our egos as we relished every word. I introduced her to each of 
the femmes and this led to a most interesting and enlightening con- 
versation with her about us. Since returning, | have exchanged 
several letters with her. I am certain that the more we get out and 
explain our femme nature, the difference between it and the female 
sex, the more enlightened the public will become. Like other hetero 
female impressionists, I do enjoy it and gain an inner pleasure that 
words are somehow inadequate to fully describe. 


Will I retum to Mardi-Gras? You bet, and I invite any TV’s, GG who 
would like to go to contact me. I would be happy to answer any 


questions you might have about myself or this exciting event. 


By the way, I am still trying to fix that bra! 


Dear Virginia: 


My name is Joan and I am a TV. I have just finished reading your 
book, The Transvestite and His Wife. The book is the best that I have 
read on the subject and I say this with all honesty and I would like to 
thank you. I felt upon reading it that some of the chapters were from 
my own life and I am quite sure that many other TVs felt the same 
way. 


I would like to say that in Joan’s life both parents were honest, 
hard-working people, and in no ways was there any influence on 
either parent's part that could cause Joan to love nice feminine things 
even at a very early age — according to some of the stories that my 
mother later told me after I told her about myself. 


The urge, as they call it, really got me when I was going to public 
school. I would fake sickness so I could stay home. I would do this 
when both parents were working day shift. At this time I was still 
short and stocky and so was my mother so I could borrow her clothes 
with no trouble. After these sessions I would be ashamed of myself 
and vow never to do it again. 


Upon reaching high school age, my troubles really started. I had 
grown to 5’1” and weighed 215 pounds, not fat but like a lineman for 
the Green Bay Packers. The urge was still there, clothes were harder 
to get so a part-time job after school helped me buy some of the 
things I needed. I don’t know how many times I would put all my 
things into a burlap sack with a big rock in it and throw it in the 
river. I would say to myself, “No more dressing, you are a young man 
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so act like one.” The shame I had for myself and the guilty feeling 
over being like this was so bad that I even considered suicide several 
times. 


There was very little material out on the subject of TVs and what 
there was only made things worse. I will say that at no time have I 
ever had homosexual tendencies. I liked girls and dated quite a few. 
But one fine day at a little party I made a slip and was faced with the 
problem of a pregnant, 16-year-old, cute, little girl. At this time I was 
only 18% myself. So, being the knight in shining armor, I married her. 
Thinking that having a wife, a real girl around would cure my desires, 
but it didn’t for very long. Shortly after marriage I told her of my 
dressing. Both of us at the time were just a couple of kids and she 
took it as a joke and not serious, and as the years went by, she did 
take it seriously, but not for my benefit, but against my dressing. If I 
wanted a few things, which I had very few of, it was always — “The 
kids need clothes or we need this or that for the house or I could use a 
few new things myself and your thing is not important.” I could go on 
for pages about my marriage, but I will use your classification of 
wives. She tumed out to be an “E” wife. So when my son, the 
youngest, turned 16, after almost 20 years of marriage and 20 years 
in a steel plant, I quit my job, separated from my wife and finally 
divorced her. 


Since then I started a business of my own and am doing OK. I met 
a very wonderful girl named Elaine (the one who sent for your book). I 
would classify her as being A-plus. Thanks to her, life for me is once 
again worthwhile and thanks again, Virginia, for helping me to 
understand myself better. 


Yours truly, Joan 


The following is a note from Joan's wife, Elaine. 
Dear Virginia: 
This is Elaine. Let me just say this. I read your book and I know now 


just why my man is so special. I love him and his other self dearly. I 
would not want to have him any other way. I hope other women have 
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the chance to love a TV. (If not) They don’t know what they are 
missing. 


Thanks again, Elaine 


es ek kee 


Dear Virginia: 


Received your book a few days ago and have spent the weekend 
reading it through twice and some articles even more. (He is referring 
to Understanding Cross Dressing — V.P.) In your article “What About 
Hormones,” your rebuttal at the end of the article really fascinated 
me and I could really identify with it. As I told you in my first letter to 
you, I went through a team evaluation at the Gender Identity Clinic 
here in Jacksonville, Fla., and was diagnosed by them as a TV, i.e. FP. 
But what I wished to share with you is that even before my evaluation 
I was analyzing my inner feelings and reasons very systematically. 
One of the reasons was the hope that receiving hormones would give 
me breast development and slightly larger hips and also help slow 
down my excessive energy even for a male, as I was not a true TS. I 
also was not sure what I was thinking did not border on the thin line 
of insanity. 


So to find out, I spent $500 for an evaluation and came out with a 
real clear picture of what I am. I am almost 49 years of age, married 
twice and divorced, no children (by the second marriage). I've been 
with A.A. 412 years now and do have, as you quoted from us, the 
option of — 


The Serenity Prayer (from AA) 


“God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change; the 
courage to change the things I can and the wisdom to know the dif- 


ference.” 


I have elected to accept my maleness but also to enhance and 
enjoy my FPia to the fullest. I've passed the stage of thinking as 
others do that sex is what makes the world go around. Just as I now 
believe I do not have to ingest alcohol to enjoy a night out, and being 
of a strong mind, when given the true facts such as your book on cross 
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dressing does, I'm going to take the hormones knowing full well that I 
do not wish to become female by the knife. I also wish to tell you that 
based on my own logic, supported by an honest doctor, that your 
book is not only very factual but above all, very humane. I think 
anyone who can read your book and believe it can save themselves a 
lot of grief not to mention about $500 minimal cost. But if, as in my 
case, having no knowledge of your book, it was the only way to go at 
the time for peace of mind — which is all anyone really seeks in life. 


Sincerely, Cathy, FL 


“_** © * 


Dear Virginia: 


I hate to begin any correspondence with an apology, but I feel that 
I must apologize for going as long without letting you know how 
much I enjoy and appreciate your magazine. I have all issues of TVia 
from #61 on and a limited number of the earlier issues and read them 
a number of times. 


My wife and I want to offer you our thanks for your work in the field 
of Transvestism. Without your book, The Transvestite and His Wife 
my marriage would certainly not be as happy as it is now. For this 
reason even though I do not know you personally I will always con- 
sider you as a very close friend. If I could ever be of service, please 
do not hesitate to call on me. 


R.V. VA 


Dear Virginia: 


Your letter to my brother R.W. has done more to release Amy than 
you could have imagined. Amy has been held back and made to feel 
guilty for herself long enough. Amy can now come forth to release her 
interest and feelings. It's nice to know I'm not alone. I've begun to let 
Amy show through in subtle ways. Little things added here and there, 
out front but very subtly show my femininity and make life more en- 
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joyable for me. For the first time in my life I have no feelings of guilt. I 
feel great! I am very proud of my femininity and I'm just beginning to 
enjoy life. Please send me the latest copy of TVia, I can't wait to see 
what it has in store for me. 


Amy, TN. 


* ** * . 
Hi Virginia: 


Just a line to let you know I received your book How to be a Woman 
on Friday and have read it over the weekend. I'd like to say that from 
the experience of my last 9 months, dressing as a woman 70% of the 
time, that it is very factual. I definitely like your facts about trans- 
sexuality. Even books I received from the Erickson Foundation in 
Baton Rouge, La. to not give the complete pitfalls of the sex re-assign- 
ment operation like you do. Also I’m realizing that the money I won't 
have to put out for the operation can be used to start my craft studio 
which I've wanted for a long time. That will allows me the freedom I 
feel I need to live as a woman full time. Oh yes, it also gives me a 
very comfortable feeling to be able to write to you so openly. 


Sincerely, 
Cathy, FL 


kk eh hk 


Dear Virginia: 


I felt I should write you this note to let you know how much I am 
enjoying your publications. I have finished reading Understanding 
Cross Dressing, The Tv and Wife and several others. The biggest im- 
pression I receive from your writings is how similar my case is to most 
all other heterosexual FPs. And for 40 years I thought I was alone in 
my desires. This is what bothers me. How many young boys and 
young men are there who feel they are also alone because they have 
not been exposed to your writings? This is a national tragedy and 
somehow they must be reached to assure them that they have 
thousands of “sisters”. I don’t pretend to know how to do it but per- 
haps someone has ideas. I shudder when I think of the thousands of 
young men who are or will be going through what I did in my 
younger years. 


Ls 


Wendy—NC 


Elaine IL-22-A Dorina NV-1-D 
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I guess education and publicity are the answers. This will probably 
occur if you can get a foothold into some of the popular magazines 
read by the average American family. Such as Sunday newspaper 
supplements or the popular women’s magazines found in the 
supplements. The way you explain our compulsions should (I hope) 
convince the average person that we are not homosexuals or other 
figments of their imaginations. If | may be so bold to suggest it—this 
is the way you should go now. The explanatory material is written, 
now it has to be disseminated to the public. 


Regards, Jeanne PA-20-N 


kee kk 
Dear Virginia: 


I have just finished reading The Transvestite and His Wife, and I 
thought it was a beautifully written book. We would like to know if 
there is a Tri Sigma chapter in our area. We would like to meet you 
and others like us. 


We have been married a year and a half and I just found out my 
husband is a transvestite. It has opened up a whole new world for us, 
and we are like flowers unfolding (blooming idiots is more like it). 
This is a second marriage for both of us, and we have almost split up 
several times. Now we have found something that most people are 
envious of. For the first time in my life I have peace of mind, and not 
only have accepted my husband, but have accepted myself and other 
people. 


I am writing a book about my life experiences. It will be about 
many unhappy things that have happened to me and now about my 
husband's transvestism. I was totally destroyed when I found my hus- 
band's clothes, and asked God why he had put so many burdens on 
me. I want to put down how I felt during all this time. Now I know 
why, and we would like to help educate the public to the fact that no 
problem is too big if we go far beyond tolerance, and have enough 
love and understanding to accept the things we cannot change. 


My husband and I feel that if we read and educate ourselves on the 
subject of of transvestism, we may be able to help other people who 
are deeply troubled. 


ttt 


Sincerely yours, Sarah (“Betty’s” wife) 


pee Oe ees 


81 


<= 


IRGIN 
IEWS 


IRGINIA 
RIGHT HAND—LEFT BRAIN 


a 


In this edition of Virgin Views I am going to share with you some- 
thing that is still a half-baked idea in the back of my head but it is 
kind of intriguing and there may be, among my readers, some who 
are skilled in psychology, sociology, and biology sufficiently to be 
intrigued by the concept and maybe somebody can figure out some 
experimental techniques to verify it. So here goes. 


For some years back I have been fascinated by some of the re- 
search done at Cal Tech and elsewhere on what are called “split 
brains.” As mot everybody knows, the brain—the cerebrum, that is— 
the larger part of the brain is divided into two hemispheres. A few are 
aware that sensory and motor nerves from the right side of the body 
cross over the left hemisphere of the brain and vice versa. Half of the 
eye fields are connected to one side and half to the other. Since the 
inner (nose side) of each retina is handled by nerves connected to 
the opposite sides of the brain and the outer or temple side of the 
fields is connected to the same side hemisphere, it means that the 
outer half of the right eye and the inner half of the left eye send nerve 
fibers to the right hemisphere and the inner side of the right eye and 
the outer half of the left eye are connected to the left hemisphere. 
Very few know that when the bundle of nerves that run between the 
two halves is cut, which may happen due to an accident, and is some- 
times resorted to in special brain surgery, the two halves of the brain 
are found to function as separate brains in many ways. Not only does 
the left brain control the right side of the body and vice versa, but the 
left brain is the principle center for language and speech, of logic 
reason, linear thought, mathematics, etc. The right hemisphere seems 
to be more concerned with spatial relationships, emotionality, in- 
tuitive thinking, art, music, color, etc. The experiments demonstrating 
this are interesting and intriguing but are too complicated to 
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describe here but these facts are pretty well substantiated. At the 
moment this doesn't seem to have much to do with our favorite sub- 
ject, but wait awhile. 


Almost all FPs that you either talk to or read about even in profes- 
sional reports say that when dressed en femme the person feels much 
more at ease, relaxed and comfortable and very often enjoys sewing, 
embroidery, cooking, housekeeping, etc., or other tasks or occupa- 
tions that they would not enjoy or would avoid when in their mas- 
culine role. One friend who gave me the key to this unknowingly one 
day commented that she could enjoy classical music so much more 
when it was “she” at the concert and not “he.” I got to asking 
myself why and then remembered that music is resident in the right 
brain. But that is only one-half of the story. The other is that almost all 
of the qualities that the left brain specializes in are those that our 
society regards as being masculine. I had already been fascinated 
with the question as to why this was so since there is no apparent 
anatomical difference between male and female brains. I came up 
with an explanation which I have tried out on a couple of experts in 
this area and they conceeded that it was both reasonable and inter- 
esting. I'm not going into a long explanation here about it but suffice 
it to say that it is based on two propositions: 1) that our species has 
been predominantly right-handed since its beginnings regardless of 
why, and 2) that our species is the only one in which the female can 
have and be responsible for a number of immature children that need 
watching each about a year apart in ages. Thus the females would be 
totally involved in this task so that it would be the males who had to 
take up the problem of supplying food. (In other species one year's 
babies are self-supporting before the next year's arrive, but in 
humans the babies take so long to become self-sufficient that a 
mother would probably have infants of several different ages at the 
same time, all requiring supervision.) 


When our ancestors had to become hunters, instead of plucking 
bananas and berries from the bushes in the forest, it became neces- 
sary to kill small animals. The most likely way would be to throw a 
stone at them and a right-handed being would throw with his right 
hand. Those that were good at integrating the observations of the eye 
with the movement of the game and the direction and strength of the 
throw would have some dinner and those that didn't wouldn't. Those 
that mastered the art would pass it on to their sons, those that 
couldn't, wouldn't. Thus there would have been selective pressure on 
males to perfect their skill at throwing. Subsequently, when they 
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began to use tools, they, too, were used in the right hand. Since the 
right hand is operated by the left brain, nerve connections and 
coordinations involved in the use of weapons and tools were de- 
veloped in the left brain. 


Since males went on to develop hunting (war), religion (help from 
the gods for a good hunt or harvest), and finally the administration of 
the social groups that formed, men's ideas, concepts and ways of 
handling things became the basis for all modern societies. This is why 
we have not only a male-dominated society but also a “left-brained” 
society. 

Now I don't want anyone to mistakenly assume that I am implying 
that there is some difference between male and female brains or that 
males and females “think differently.” Neither is true. The female 
children of such primitive fathers as I described inherited the same 
sorts of brain as their brothers did. But the social tasks given them to 
use their brains upon were different. There was no time pressure for 
the women as there was for the men in throwing the rock at precisely 
the right time in advance of the event (hitting the rabbit). That is, it 
didn’t make any difference whether the corn was ground at 10 a.m. or 
at 2 p.m. or whether the clay pot was shaped in the noonday sun or 
the late afternoon. The point is that the females had the same brain at 
all stages of development but they did not have the same types of 
problems to use it on. Women don't think any differently than men as 
far as the abilities and processes are concemed but they do generally 
think about different things. Obviously when the tasks are reversed 
each can do the other's tasks quite well. I would say that the best 
housekeepers, cooks, tailors, etc. are in the U.S. Navy and they aren't 
WAVES either. On the other hand, when a woman wants to get into 
law, medicine, engineering or science, she can and does do as well as 
the men do as far as ability is concerned though she usually faces 
much stiffer opposition from her peers. 


Well now, after all that build-up what does all this have to do with 
our friendly neighborhood FP? The suggestion I would like to make 
is that in our society, being left-brained as it is, men are given the 
education and experience to deal with it and to fit into it—they are 
expected to fit into it. Women can fit into it as I indicated above if 
they want to. In their case they have a choice; men don't. As a result 
there is great stress on a boy to develop his left brain talents through 
toys, problems, sports and competitive attitudes generally to prepare 
him to fit into some little niche in the left-brained society we live in. 
You all know that, you've all experienced it. Very little experience, 
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opportunity, training, or one might even say tolerance, is extended to 
the little boy to develop his right-brained potentials. Some boys are 
artistically or musically inclined but to develop those or similar skills 
is done in spite of pressures from peers and society, certainly not 
because of them. If any of you fit into that category you must have 
experienced a lot of kidding and ridiculing from your peers because 
you either preferred to paint or play the piano or were required to by 
parental expectation instead of being down on the corner lot playing 
baseball or football. Young male culture does not have the room in it 
for right-brained activities. Thus every male knows how to handle 
screwdrivers, saws, pliers, shovels and rakes, but only a limited few 
have any interest in or appreciation of classical music, art, sculpture 
or ballets, and those that do are often regarded as being effetes and 
sort of effeminate. Except, of course, those who achieve the real top, 
such as Nureyev, Stowkowsky, Arthur Fiedler, or Picasso, etc. 


Thus with little encouragement and many obstacles in the path of 
right-brained activity presented to the growing male, most of them 
never leam much about it. They grow up into beer-drinking, tele- 
vision-watching, paunch-laden sports fans with little tolerance for 
those who see something more in the world. (There are of course 
hundreds of thousands of males who don’t fit that pattern, but on the 
basis of the male population as a whole, the description fits, which is 
why so much beer, so many television sets and so many sports events 
are sold and arranged. If there were no market there could be no 
product.) But somehow, somewhere along the line some young male 
gets into something feminine. Getting in to it means momentarily 
getting out of the masculine left-brained world. In those early 
moments, and in all subsequent moments, out of the left brain means 
getting into, in some degree, the right brain where art, music, color, 
feeling (as opposed to intellectual processing) goes on. Most of us I 
dare say are not aware of this change as such but we all say that we 
feel more relaxed, are more comfortable and happy as our girlself than 
as our boyself. The reason for that almost universal FP feeling is, I sub- 
mit, precisely what I've been talking about. We have closed down to 
some degree—obviously not entirely, since we still have to function in 
the left-brained environment so we have to contend with it the same as 
the most housewifely woman does—our involvement with the left brain 
which gives the right brain functions a little better opportunity to 
function. 


I don’t know how it is with the rest of you, but as Charles I found it 
difficult to cry—too much guilt about being unmanly and all that jazz 
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—so that when I became Virginia I had, in effect, to learn to cry. That 
is, I had to let go of the left brain inhibitions against emotional 
feeling and to give myself permission to not only have the feelings 
but to express them. Crying is all right for girls and women, they are 
regarded by our macho masculine society as being weaker material, 
less able to stand up to adversity, more emotional, intuitive and, in 
the minds of many males, less intelligent and capable. So, translated 
a bit, that comes out to saying that they are less able to function in 
the left-brained mode than males and therefore are not expected to. 
Because of that social directive females have more access to their 
right brained functions and their manifestation of them is therefore 
taken as a quality of their womanhood. Thus when the male adopts 
the dress and role of a woman he is enabled and appropriately 
entitled to participate in their mental-emotional life as well as the 
social role. This means that he can then get into his (her) right- 
brained potentials and functions which have been there all the time 
but which are continuously overridden by the left-brained training 
and expectations of his masculine role. Thus the above provides an 
explanation for my friend’s remark about enjoying the concert more 
as “she” than as “he.” 


Now to many of you readers, a lot of the above is pretty heavy 
going, is highly philosophical and you are inclined to say something 
to the effect of “the hell with all that, I don’t care about the brain, 
all I know is I like wearing dresses and heels.” That is O.K. by me, I 
can't expect to reach everybody with the same editorial. However I 
write such pieces as this, and have done so since TVia #1, for two 
purposes. Firstly, there are others among you who like to delve into 
causes, motivations, processes and psychological mechanisms and 
you therefore may be stimulated to further thought and analysis by 
such pieces as this, and second because I can also use the Virgin 
Views column as a sort of permanent repository of my own thoughts 
and therefore as markers in my own growth and understanding. I find 
it very interesting to go back to some issue of TVia eight or ten years 
ago and read the Virgin Views column in it to find out what and how 
I was thinking at that time. So those of you who find it boring I beg 
your indulgence. This is sort of my corner to use for my own purposes 
and for those who like to go along with me for the ride. 


Having inserted the above paragraph which may serve to excuse 
some readers from a further ordeal I feel moved to add some further 
thoughts that come to me right now while I am writing and I might as 
well commit them to paper right here. 


86 


JRansve sTIA 


Over and above the purely animal need to copulate to reproduce 
the species, the human being feels a great need to seek out the com- 
panionship and the opportunity to share with another human of the 
opposite sex. Those of a strictly biological turn of mind see this as 
simply an extension of the complementary roles of male and female 
in reproduction extended to the complementary contributions of man 
and woman in society. But just as an egg needs a sperm to become a 
whole viable entity, so do men need women and vice versa for 
exactly the same reason, to become a whole viable social entity, a 
“oneness” or as some people say it, to achieve “unity.” Love songs 
and marriage ceremonies often intone this theme of “making the 
two into one.” This carries with it the implication that each individual 
alone is incomplete and of course they are, but how did they get that 
way? Male and female animals of most species are each complete in 
all aspects of their existence except in the area of reproduction at 
which point they come together for the purpose of bringing a sperm 
close to an egg to initiate the process of making a new individual. But 
it makes somebody like me wonder where, how, and for what reason 
did mankind, in the process of becoming mankind, lose this 
individual completeness and adequacy. By this I mean animals 
whether male or female are provided with appropriate equipment 
both physical and mental (instinctual since it is not an aware con- 
sciousness such as humans have) to enable them to cope equally well 
with the environment that they find themselves in and to survive its 
dangers. Of course all species live off of some other species so none 
of them survives all the dangers, but the point is that neither the 
males nor the females are at a greater disadvantage than the other. If 
they had been, one sex would have been wiped out or drastically 
reduced in numbers thus lowering the prospects for the next genera- 
tion and finally to the extinction of the species. It brings up the inter- 
esting thought that perhaps it was precisely such a disparity of coping 
ability that may have led to the extinction of many of the animals 
that we know did live in the remote past. 


But in human kind, that individual, total, survival capacity has 
been lost. Neither sex is very effective without the other. Of course 
today we live in a complex society such that a single, individual 
obtains the contributions of the opposite sex on a social level. Thus 
either a male or female living alone in society may be lonely but will 
survive because the complementary abilities to what she or he have 
in themselves is provided by society. To take a mundane but illus- 
trative example, women generally have provided cooking and house- 
keeping for men and men have provided sustenance, protection and 
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strength for women. But for the single person in society, stores and 
restaurants and hotels and servants provide cooking and housekeep- 
ing for the single male while jobs, police and hospitals provide 
sustenance and protection for females. (In principle, that is. In our 
decadent society, crime and rape seem to exceed the ability of 
society to keep them in check.) But in pioneer days a lone male or a 
lone female in a mountain cabin had a much reduced chance of 
survival if one thinks of mental-emotional survival as well as mere 
physical survival. 


Now the reason for this loss of individual adequacy can, it occurs to 
me as I write, be related to this right and left brain business. As males 
from very prehistoric times perfected left brain abilities and tech- 
niques and built a social structure upon them, they largely aban- 
doned (except for specific and individual exceptions) conscious use of 
their right brained potentials. Females, on the other hand, involved as 
they were, with child-raising—with multiple babies and children of 
nine to twelve-month age differentials—were not exposed to the left- 
brained developments and requirements as the males were but in 
contrast were of necessity deeply involved in right brained activities 
emotion, concem, “sensing” danger to their offspring—which may be 
the underlying structure of intuition—and similar things. As society 
developed and ceramics, basket making, weaving, etc. came into 
the hands of women (or of certain right brain-oriented “artists” who 
probably were not too good as warriors). Spacial relationships is one 
of the right brain functions as well as art and color and even today 
girls are more capable in these areas than boys. I guess what I want 
to make clear is that the differences are not due to the biological 
roles of male and female—both have the same potentials except in the 
biological-reproductive sense—but rather in the social roles that have 
fallen to males and females over the many millenia of human history 
and which have created man-masculinity and woman-femininity, 
which are gender terms. 


If now we return to our two-hemisphere brain it is reasonable to 
consider that in animals while the two hemispheres ( which are much 
smaller proportionally than in man) exist and may very well each be 
the focal point of some particular functions of life, they cooperate 
fully to make the animal “whole” and give it, whether male or 
female, full access to all its potentials in the battle to survive. Now 
comes man and because of the multiple offspring of varying ages 
situation, the females have to do the nurturing and the males have to 
hunt and protect, each develops a set of functions in which it is 
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superior to the other. This sets up a division of capability and 
authority with the consequent development of superiority-inferiority 
relationships in the two areas of responsibility. But it wasn't one of 
equal reciprocity. While females are obviously superior to males in 
nurturing, sensitivity to others and concern for them and inferior in 
strength, size, hunting ability and technical (left brain) achievements, 
it was not a fair offset against the males’ areas of superiority. Destiny 
is not an “equal opportunity employer.” Thus while theoretically 
the division of responsibility was equal, the males figured they 
were “more equal” than the females and with their greater physical 
strength and size, the fact that in the sex act they had the aggres- 
sive role, they took over and enforced their ideas of the division 
of ability and responsibility. The women were converted to the 
servants of men and were kept “barefoot and pregnant” over the 
centuries. 


But underneath all this social arrangement was the unchanging 
fact that males were developing a right-handed, left-brained society 
and women were in effect in it but not of it. I hasten to say that they 
had the capacity of being as functional in it as if they were given the 
opportunity, but with few outstanding historical exceptions like 
Queens Hatshepsut and Cleopatra of Egypt, and in more modern 
times Catherine the Great of Russia, Elizabeth I of England, Joan of 
Arc of France and others that I can't think of, women were not given 
that opportunity. Women were left to their nurturing, creative, artistic 
tasks and in short stayed in tune with their right brain abilities and 
potentials. So where does this leave modern humans? It leaves men 
living in and largely functioning on a left brain level—with of course 
specific exceptions of architects, artists, musicans, and psychics of 
various kinds, and women while living in and having to contend with 
a left-brained world remaining much more proficient in right-brained 
potentials than the men. 


Now do you begin to see why there is a drive towards “unity’—a 
coming together in non-sexual ways between men and women? In 
effect the left brain is seeking wholeness by acquiring right-brained 
functions through a woman, while the woman is seeking left brain 
benetits through association with a man. Together they make one 
whole complete person. The FP at the same time is unknowingly 
seeking the same thing, seeking entrance into and expression of his 
right-brained potential which cannot generally be accomplished 
while tied into the left-brained world through the uniform of that 
world—men’s clothing. Feminine clothing is the key to, the entrance 
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pass into the right-brained part of existence and when he gets there 
he feels as one correspondent so appropriately put it, “as though I 
were coming home, as if I belonged here.” He did belong there and so 
do you and I and everyone else. Because “home” in this case is back to 
the beginning, back to the true non-man—tampered—with natural 
condition of being an organism with all kinds of potentials all of 
which are available, appropriate and useable under specific circum- 
stances. As I have often said, FPs are the vanguard of men’s libera- 
tion because we have met our own worst enemy, our own femininity, 
and we have not conquered her or suppressed her, we have wel- 
comed her as a vital ally in the life-long battle with the world outside 
whether natural or man-made. When human liberation is finally 
accomplished we will have passed into, through and out of a specific 
phase of the all encompassing process called evolution and come 
back in a circular fashion but on a higher level (all history moves in 
this way) to the whole condition of the female lion or female wolf, of 
being able to be individuals, wholly competent to deal with our world 
at least to the limit of our own individual capacity. Then indeed will 
the saying of Jesus, printed on the inside front cover of every issue of 


TVia come to pass. 


“When you make the two one ... and when you make the male and 
the female into a single one... then shall ye enter the kingdom.” 


Translated and transposed this says, “When you reunite the left 
brain and the right brain and when you unite the talents and abili- 
ties of both men and women in a single person, then you will be 
whole and fit to enter the truly human state.” 


I rest my case. 


NO GIR ~ THE ONLY 
COLOR SETS WE HAVE 
IN OUR TV DEPARTMENT 
ARE MATCHED PANTIES 
AND BRAS. 
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“No, Herbert, I will not buy it two sizes 
larger just so you can wear it, too.” 


“Gee, Andy, I never thought I would meet another 
boy with the same interests that I have.” 
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THE TURNABOUT PARTY . A neighborhood turnabout party witha 
valuable prize leads George's wife to decide they MUST win. She 
converts George to Sally and they do and find a lot of new FP friends, 
too. Mlus. $5 


IF YOU CAN'T LICK 'EM, JOIN’EM |. Ahigh school boy finds himself 
outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a penalty, required to main- 
tain role by sisters, joins a sorority. Accepted by his family he gets 
job, meets girl, falls in love, reveals all, they become engaged. In two 


parts. 
PARTI DOWN TO DEFEAT Nlus. $4 
PART II MARILYN MAKES IT Illus. $4 


SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE ... Two young boy cousins 
become girls, attend girls’ school to work with British Secret Service, 
which leads to many adventures as girls. Illus. $4 


HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS... Steven gets fed up with his wife's 
borrowing his things, decides to show her how it is and borrows hers. 
Neither will give up and things progress until Steven becomes 
Stephanie... and stays that way. $3 


TO HELP WITH POSTAGE, PLEASE ADD 10% TO ALL ORDERS. 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES OF TRANSVESTIA 


The following back issues are still available: 20, 51, 52. Every issue is 
new until you read it. Any back issue, $2.50 


A number of issues other than those listed above have been repur- 
chased from subscribers. These may be bought, when available, for $6 
each. If we don’t have the issue you need, put a hold on it --- first come 
first served — and we will ship when it is available. 


We have retained a lending library of three copies of all issues of 
TRANSVESTIA. They may be rented for $6 per copy, $3 of which is a 
deposit and will be refunded or applied to something else upon return- 
ing the rented copy. This way you can read every issue from No. 1 


PRICE LIST 


TRANSVESTIA A magazine written by, for and about men with 
a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Per Copy, Issues 61 and after(most areavailable)........... .. $5 
Annual Sumcenption@eee &..)40-Pite-bo.- oe kk, _. $30 


CLIPSHEET ... News of transvestism and impersonation around the 
world. Numbers 35, 36, 37, 38, 39 available. 

Singlacopiesessd Memeaary sole (ic ates Fe ted We. plied Sie ers $1.50 
Any four aegis Ewe. twee prom. Pe ed... ..ai$8 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE... & discussion from both points 

of view. Includes many letters from understanding wives. Written 

simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, others to understand. 
¢4.50 


HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE ... A complete guide for 
the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body alteration, 
clothing, jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns, public 
conduct, legal aspects and change of status. $7 


FATED FOR FEMININITY ... Fascinating story of a high school boy 
who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up as schoo! beauty queen, 
most popular girl and eventually bride of another pretty girl. Tllus. $5 


I AM A MALE ACTRESS ... Reporter impersonates a star, makes a 
hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, they live as 
sisters. Illus. $5 


TALES FROM PINK MIRROR ... This book was not published by 
Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, profusely 1l- 
lustrated about a boy’s conversion to a girl in a special school. Illus. $4 


THE BIRTH OF BARBARA ... Paul and Amy’s marriage was falling 
apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul eventually becomes Bar- 
bara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, the clothes. They live 


happily as sisters with Amy earning the living and Barbara the house- 
wife. Tllus. $5 


ANNOUNCEMENT — A NEW BOOK 


Understanding Cross Dressing ... The first book published examining 
the subject of cross dressing in depth, its possible causes, its 
problems and its satisfactions. An understandable explanation for 
both cross dressers and interested outsiders. $6 


MERCHANDISE 


Item 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras having a 
special pocket in each cup which holds a poly-vinyl insert. Although 
intended to be inflated with air, the inserts can be filled with the 
special jelly to provide softness and weight. Available in white only 
in sizes 36B and 38B only. For larger sizes, bras can be lengthened 
with special extenders available in most notions departments and 


5 & 10 stores. Inserts can be removed and used in other bras. 
BRA and INSERTS $8.50 


Item 2. JELLY KIT, FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two chemicals — 
one liquid, the other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in 
water overnight and injected into the inserts, followed by the licjuid 
and enough water to fill them properly, a soft, non-flowing jelly results. 
This may be colored to skin tones with liquid makeup. The jelly-filled 
inserts give the breasts a natural softness and weight. Worn in an elas- 
tic strap bra they bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural 


breast. Full instructions provided, also suggestions for producing 
“cleavage.” JELLY KIT $6.00 


Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring special 
bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own the inserts 
can be obtained separately. INSERTS PER PAIR $6.00 


Item 4. MASTECTOMY INSERTS For those desiring a larger bust, it 
is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement 
after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than the regular type 
and have an extended part that fits under the arm where the lymph 
glands have been removed by surgery. This provides fullness in this 


area that no ordinary falsies of any type can give, thus being more 
natural on a larger figure. INSERTS PER PAIR $6.00 


NOTE: Items 6, 7, 8 and 9 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. They 
are supplied to you as “blanks.” That is, they are cut to size and shape 
but are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed to final smoothness 
and shape by the user. This may be done with any sharp scissors. To 


supply the items in finished smooth condition would require much 
more time and consequently a much higher price and they might still 
not exactly fit the needs of the purchasers. 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY": Two separate shield-shaped plastic 
foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the buttocks 
cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s derrier to more 
feminine proportions. They are washable, comfortable and undetect- 


able. One size only. PER PAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic cut 
into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. Since the 
exact shape and size desired will vary they are intentionally left in a 
rough finished condition to be further shaped, trimmed and smoothed 
to the desired contour by the wearer. Easily cut with scissors. When 
worn under a girdle, they add about an inch of “hip” on each side. 
These are “wrap-around” pads, not just a narrow piece of foam worn 
over the hip. Under a girdle with the front pad (which they are de- 


signed to match with) they give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic 
outline. PER PAIR $6.00 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T"-shaped foam pad pre- 
shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold the 
male organs up against the stomach. Rough finished to allow for 
further trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use of 
this pad will give the “flat-front” look so much desired without binding 
and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back between the legs 
and fills this area when worn under a pantie and girdle or a pantie 
girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. Wear with a lubricated 
sheath for greatest comfort. PAD, EACH $4.50 


Item 9. A small front pad designed to cover the male organs when 
they are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be worn under 
bathing suits, shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth, rounded feminine 
control. PAD, EACH $3 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. After having been 
on Chevalier’s subscription lists for 5 or more issues, having read them, 
and deciding that we are your kind of people, ask for an application to 
join. Acceptance into FPE is dependant upon approval of the applica- 
tion, payment of dues and submission of an information form for use in 
the FPE Directory of Members. Admission into local chapters of the 
sorority requires an interview with the appointed interviewer for that 
group. Five or more members may form a group and can request desig- 
nation as a chapter. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, thought- 
less or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspondence service 
to members of Phi Pi Epsilon. A $2 fee is charged for each ad and $1 fee 
for forwarding all inter-member correspondence. Letters to other mem- 
bers should be sent to Phi Pi Epsilon, Box 1038, Cherry Valley, Calif. 
99223. Place the letter to be forwarded in a stamped, sealed envelope 
with the addressees femmename and code number in pencil. Do NOT 
put your return address on it. Enclose the $1 fee. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 
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